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*Vol. II. B Dra- 



Dramatis Perfonae. 



VINCENTIO, Duke of Victim. 

Angelo, Lord Deputy in the Duke's abfenct. 

_ f % ) An ancient Lord y joind with Angelo in the 

Mcaius,. J Deputation. 

Claudio, a young Gentleman. 

Lucio, a pantajiic. 

Two Gentlemen 

Varrius, a Gentleman^ Servant to the Duke* 

Provoft. 

%sr \ - **- 

AJuJlice: 

Elbow, ajimple Con/table. 
Froth, a foolijh Gentleman. 
Clown, Servant to Mrs. Over-done. 
Alhorfon, an Executioner. 
Bmiardine, a diffblute Prifoner. 

Iftbella, Sifter to Claudio. 

fariana, betrothed to Angelo, 
Juliet, beloved 0/* Claudio. 
Francifca, a Nun. 
Miftrefs Over-done, a Bawd. 

• * 

Guards, Officers, and other Attendants. 
SCENE, Vienna. 
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"Measure for Measl 

ACT I. SCENE I. 

The Duke's PALACE. 
Enter Duke, Efcalus, and Lords. 

-rpSCALUS, J 

•*-' EfcaL My Lord. 

Duke. Of Government the properties t'unfold, 
"Would feem in rne t 1 affeft fpeech and difcourfe. 

Since I am not to know, that your own Science j 

Exceeds, in that, the lifts of all advice I- 

My ftrength can give you: then no more remains f 

Put that to your fufficiency, as your worth is able, 

And let them work.. The nature of our people, 

Our city's inftitutions^ and the terms 

Of common juftice, y'are as pregnant in, 

As art and practice hath enriched any 

That we remember. There is our Commifllon, 

From which we would not have you warp. Call hither, 

I fay, bid come before us AngtloA 

What figure of us, think you, he will bear? 

For you muft know, we have with fpccial roll 

Ele&ed him our Abfence to fupply ; 

Lent him our Terror, dreft him with our Love; 

* The ftoiy is taken from CintMos Novels, DutmUr 8. November $. 

Mr. Pope, 

i Bt . And 
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And giv'n his Deputation all the organs 

Of our own Power: fay, what think you of it? 

Efcal. If any in Vienna be of worth 
To undergo fuch ample grace and honour, 
It is lord Angelo. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Angelo. 

Duke.'T OOK, where he comes. 

JLj Ang. Always obedient to your Grace's will, 
I come to know your pleafure. 

Duke. Angelo* 
There is a kind of character in thy life, 
That to th' obferver doth thy hiftory 
Fully unfold : thyfelf and thy belongings 4 

Are not thine own fo proper, as to wafte (I 

Thyfelf upon thy virtues ; they on thee. ^ 

Heav'n doth with us, as we with torches So, 
Not light them for themfelyes : for if our virtues j 

Did not go forth of us, 'twere all alike | 

As if we had them not. Spirits are not finely touch'd, 

?ut to fine iflues : nor Nature never lends 
he fmalleft fcruple of her excellence, 
But, like a thrifty Goddefs, me determines 
Herfelf the glory of a creditor, 
Both thanks and ufe. But I do bend my fpeech 
To one that can my part in him advertife 5 
Hold .therefore, Angelo: J 

In our remove, be thou at full ourfelf. I 

Mortality and Mercy in Vienna J 

-Live in thy tongue and heart : old Efcalui^ 
Though firft in queftion, is thy Secondary.. 
Take thv Gommiffion. 

Ang. Now, good my lord, 
Let there be fome more teft made of my metal, 
Before fo noble and fo great a figure 
Be fiampt upon it. 

Duke* 



1 



f-i 



> 



I 



Meafurt for Mtafure. 5 

Duke. Come, no more evafion : 
We have with a prepar'd and *leveFd choice 
Proceeded to you ; therefore take your honours. 
Our hafte from hence is of fo quick condition, 
That it prefers itfelf, arid leaves unqueftioncl 
Matters of needful value. We (hall write to you, 
As time and our concernings fliall importune, 
How it goes with us ; and do look to know 
What doth befal you here. So, fare you well. 
To th'hopeful execution do I leave you 
Of your Commiflions. 

Ang. Yet give me leave, my lord, 
That we may bring you fomething on the way. 

Duke. My hafte may not admit it ; 
Nor need you, on mine honour, have to do 
With any fcruple ; your fcope is as mine own, 
So to inforce, or qualify the Laws, 
As to your foul feems good. Give me your hand ; 
I'll privily away. I love the people ; 
But do not like to ft age me to their eyes : 
Though it do well, I do not relifh well 
Their loud applaufe, and Abes vehement : 
Nor do I think the man of fafe difcretion, 
That does affed it. Once more, fare you well. 

Ang. The heav'ns give fafety to your purpofes ! 

Efcal, Lead forth and bring you back inhappinefs/ 

Dufie. I thank you, fare you well. [-£**'• 

Efcal.. I (hall defire you, Sir, to- give me leave 
To have free fpeech with you ; and it concerns me 
To look into the bottom of my Place : 
A ppw'r I have, but of what ftrength and nature 
I am not yet i rift meted. 

Ang. 'Tis fo with me : - let us withdraw together, 
And we may foon our fatisfaclion have 
Touching that point. 

Efcal. Ill wait upon your honour. [Exeunt. 

» Leaven 4 choice] We fliould read leveVd choice. The Allufion 
is to Archery, when a Man has fix'd upon his Objed, after taking Aim. 

B 3 SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

The Street. 

Enter Lucio, and two Gentlemen, 

Ztt«0.TF the Duke, with the other Dukes, come- not 
JL to compofition with the King of Hungary^ 
why, then all the Dukes fall upon the King. 

i Gent Heavn grant us it* peace, but not the^ 
King of Hungary's I 

2 Gent. Amen. 

Lucio. Thou conclud'ft like the fanclimonious Pi- 
rate, that went to fea with the ten Commandments,, 
but fcrap'd one out of the Table. 

2 Gent, Thou {halt not fleal. 

Lucio, Ay, that he raz'd. 

i Gent. Why, 'twas a Commandment to com- 
mand the captain and all the reft from their fundi on 1; 
they put forth to fteal ; there's not a foldier of us. 
all, that, in the thankfgiving before meat, does re* 
liih the petition well that prays for Peace. 

s Gent. I never heard any foldier diflike it. 

Lucio. J believe thee; for, I think, thou never 
waft were grace was faid. 

2 Gent. No? a dozen times at leaft. 

i. Gin/.. What, in meeter ? 
. Lucio. In any proportion, or in any language. 

i Gent. I think, or in any religion. 

Lucio. Ay, why not ? grace is grace, defpight of 
all controverfy ; as for example, thou thyfelf art a 
wicked villain, defpight of all grace. 

i Gent. Well; there went but a pair of beers be- 
tween us. 

Lucio. I grant ; as there may between the lifts and 
the velvet. -Thou art the lift. / 

i Gent. And thou the velvet. ; thou art good vel- 
vet 
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vet ; thou' it a thfee-piFd piece, I warrant thee : I 
had as lief be a lift of an Englijh kerfey, as be pil'd* 
as thou art pil'd, for a French velvet. Do I fpeak 
feelingly now ? 

Lucia. I thinly thou dofl ; and, indeed, with mod 
painful feeling of thy fpeech : I will, out of thine 
own confeflioo, learn to begin thy health ; but, 
whilft I live, forget to drink after thee. 

1 Gent. I think, I have done myfelf wrong, have I 
not ? 

2 Gent. Yes, that thou hall ; whether thou art 
tainted, or free. 

Lucio. Behold, behold, where Madam Mitigation 
comes. 

1 Gent. I have purchased as many difeafes under 
her roof, as come to » ■ ■■ - 

3 Gent. To what I pray ? 

1 Gent. Judge. 

2 Gent. To three thoufand dollars a year. 
x Gent. 'Ay, and more. 

Lucio. A French crown more. 

1 Gent. Thou art always figuring difeafes in me; 
but thou ait full of error ; I am found. 

Lucio. Nay, not as one would fay healthy; but 
fo found, as things that are hollow; tfry h'Qhes are 
hollow; impiety hath made a feaft of thie*; 

SCENE IV. - 

Enter Bawd. 

x Gent. T TOW now, which of your hips has the 
X~l mod profound fciatica ? 
Bawd. Well, well ; there's, one yonder arretted, 
and carry 'd to prifon, was worth five thoufand of 
you all. 

1 Gent. Who's that, I pr'ythee ? 
Bawd. Marry, Sir, that's Claudio ;. Signior Qaudjo. 

A 4 1 Gent. 



* 



8 Mcajurc for Meajure. 

i Gent. Claudio to prifon ? 'tis not fo. 

Bawd. Nay, but I know, 'tis fo; I faw him ar- 
retted ; faw him carry'd away ; and, which is more, 
within thefe three days his head is to be chopt off. 

Lucio. But, after all this fooling, I would not 
have it fo : art thou fure of this ? 

Bawd. I am too fure of it ; and ifi is for getting 
madam Julietta with child. 

Lucio. Believe me, this may be ; he promifed to 
meet me two hours fince, and he was everprecife in 
promi fe-keeping. 

8 Gent. Befides, you know, it draws fomething 
near to thefpeech we had to fuch a.purpofe. 

i Gent. But moft of all agreeing with the Pro*- 
clamation. 

Lucio. Away, let's go learn the truth of it. [Exit* - 

Manet Bawd. 

Bawd. Thus, what with the war, what with the 
fweat, what with the gallows, and what with poverty, 
I am cuftom-lhrunk. How now ? what's the news 
with you ? 

4 

SCENE V. 

Inter Clown. 

Clown."\7 ONDER man is carry'd to prifon. 
JL Bawd. Well; what has he done ? 

Clown. A woman. 

Bawd. But what's his offence? 

Clown. Groping for trouts in a peculiar river. 
i Bawd. What ? is there a maid with child by him? 

Clown. No ; but there's a .woman with maid by 
him. You have not heard of the Proclamation, 
have you ? 

Bawd. What Proclamation, man ? 

Clown. All houfes in the fuburbs of Vienna muft 
be pluck'd down. 

Bawd. 
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Bawd. And what {hall become of.thofe in the city? 

Clown. They fhall ftand for feed; they had gone 
down too, but that a wife burgher put in for them. 

Bawd. But fhall all our houfes of refort in the fu- 
burbs be pull'd down? 

Clown.To the ground, miftrefs. 

Bawd. Why, here's a change, indeed, in the com- 
mon-wealth; what fliall become of me ? 

Clown. Gome, fear not you; good counsellors lack 
no clients ; though you change your place, you need 
not change your trade: Fll be your tapfter ftill. 
Courage, there will be pity taken on you ; you 
that have worn your eyes almoft out in the fer- 
vice, you will be confidered. 

Bawd. What's to do here, Thomas Tapfter? let's 
withdraw. 

Clown. Here comes Signior Claudio, led by the Pro- 
voft to prifon ; and there's madam Juliet. 

[Exeunt Bawd and Clown. 

SCENE VI. 

Enter. Provoft, Claudio, Juliet, and Officers. Lucio 

and two Gentlemen. 

Qaud.TJ ELL O W, why doft thou mow me thus to 

J? th' world? 
Bear me to prifon, where I am committed. 

Pro. I do it not in evil difpofition, 
But from lord Angelo by fpecial charge. 

Claud. Thus can the Demi-god, Authority, 
Make us pay down, for our offence, by weight. 
The words of heav'n ; on whom it will, it will ; 
On whom it will not, fo ; yet ftill 'tis juft. 

Lucio. Why, how now, Claudio? whence comes this 
reftraint? 

Claud. From too much liberty, my Lucio^ liberty ; 
As furfeit is the father of much faft, 

B 5 So 
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So ev*ry fcope by the immoderate ufe 
Turns to reftraint : our natures do purfue, 
Like rats that ravin down their proper bane, 
A thirfly evil ; and when we drink, we die. 

Lucio. If I could fpeak fo wifely under an arreft, 1 
would fend for certain of my creditors ; and yet, to 
fay the truth, I had as lief have the foppery of free- 
dom, as the morality of imprisonment : what's thy 
offence, Claudio? 

Claud. What, but to fpeak of, would offend again* 

Lucio. What is't, murder ? 

Claud. No. 

Lucio. Letchery? 

Claud. Call it fo. 

Prov. Away, Sir, you muff go. 

Claud. One word, good friend :* Lucio, a word 

with you. 

Lucio. A hundred ; if they'll do you any good : i* 
letchery fo look 1 d after? 

Claud. Thus ftands it with me ; upon a true con- 
tract 
I got poffeffion oEJulietta's bed, 
(You know the lady,) (be is faft my wife; 
Save that we do the denunciation lack 
Of outward order. This we came not to, 
Only for propagation of a dower 
Remaining in the coffer of her friends ; 
From whom we thbught it meet to hide our love, 
'Till time had made them for us. But it chances. 
The ftealth of out * moft mutual entertainment, 
With character too grofs, is wtu aa Juliet. 

Lucio. With child, perhaps ? 

Claud. Unhappily, even fo. 
And the new deputy now for the Duke, 
(\yhether it be the fault, and glimpfe, of newnefo ; 

ft-moft mutual-] i.e. moft intimate. ThePhrafe is extremely elegant 
on this Occafion j yet difliked by the Oxford Editor, who ftrikes out 

moji. 

Or 
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Or,whether that the body public be 

A horfe whereon the Governor doth ride, 

Who, newly in the feat, that it may know 

He can command, lets it ftraight feci the fpur; 

Whether the tyranny be in his Place, 

Or in his eminence that fills it up, 

I dagger in :) but this new Governor 

Awaked me all th' enrolled penalties, 

Which have, like unfcour'd armour, hung by th' wall 

So long, that nineteen Zodiacs have gone round, 

And none of them been worn ? and, for a name, 

Now puts the drowfy and neglefted Ad 

Freflily in me ; 'tis furely, for a name. 

Lucio. I warrant, it is ; and thy head ftands fo tickle 
on thy moulders, that a milk-maid, if (he be in love, 
may figh it off. Send after the Duke, and ap- 
peal to him. 

Claud. I have done fo, but he's not to be found* 
I pry thee, Lucio, do me this kind fervice : 
This day my Sifter (hould the Gloifter enter, 
And there receive her Approbation. 
Acquaint her with the danger of my ftate, 
Implore her, in my voice, that me make friends 
To the ftricl Deputy ; ;bid herfelf affay him ; 
I have great hope in that; for in her youth 
There is a prone and fpeechlefs dialed, 
Such as moves men ! befide, (he hath profp'rous art 
Whsn fbe will play with reafon and difcourfe, 
And well the can perfuade. 

Lucio. I pray, (he may ; as well for the encourage- 
ment of the like, which elfe would ftand under grie- 
vous imposition ; as for the enjoying of thy life, 
who I would be forry fhould be thus foolilhly loft at 
a game of tick-tack. I'll to her. 

Claud. I thank you, good frieud Lucio, 

Lucio. Within two hours, 

Claud. Come, officer, away. [Exeunt. 

B6 SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 

A MONASTERY. 

Enter Duke, and Friar Thomas. 

Dttfo.^TO; holy father, throw away that thought; 
1AI Believe not, that the dribbling dart of love 
Can pierce a complete bofom: why I defire thee 
To give me fecret harbour, hath a purpofe 
More grave, and wrinkled, than the aims and ends 
Of burning youth. 

Fri. May your Grace fpeak of it ? • 

Duke. My holy Sir, none better knows than you, 
How I have ever lov'd the life remov'd ; 
And held in idle price to haunt Affemblies, 
Where youth, and coft, and witlefs bravery keeps. 
I have deliver' d to lord Angtlo 
*(A man of ftrid ure and firm abftinence) 
My abfolute Pow'r and Place, here in Vienna; 
And he fuppofes me travelFd to Poland ; 
For fo I've ftrew'd it in the common ear, 
And fo it is receiv'd: now, pious Sir, 
You will demand of me, why I do this ? 

Fri. Gladly, my lord, 

Duke. We have ftri& Statutes and moll biting Laws, 
(The needful bits and curbs for head-ftrong Steeds,) 
Which for thefe nineteen years we have let fieep ; 
Even like an o'er-grown lion in a cave, 
That goes not out to prey : now, as fond fathers 
Having bound up the threatening twigs of birch, 
Only to flick it in their children's fight, 

* A man of Stri&ure and Jirm abftinence"] ftriHwre makes no Senfc in 
this Place. We fliould read, 

A man of ftrid ure and Jirm abftinence. 
i. e. a Man of the txaftcft condu.3, and pradifed in the fubdual of 
his Paffions. Ure an old Word fox Ufe, Pra&icc, Jo emrd^ habi- 
tuated to. 

For 
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For terror, not to ufe ; in time the rod 

Becomes more mock'd, than fear'd : fo our Decrees, 

Dead to inflidion, to themfelves are dead; 

And Liberty plucks Juftice by the nofe ; 

The baby beats the nurfe, and quite athwart 

Goes all decorum. 

Fri. It refted in your Grace 
T'unloofe this ty'd up juftice, when yon pleas'd : 
And it in you more dreadful would have feem'd, 
Than in lord Angelo. 

Duke. I do fear, too dreadful. 
Sith 'twas my fault to give the people fcope, 
Twould be my tyranny to ftrike, and gall them, 
For what I bid them da. For we bid this be done, 
When evil deeds have their permiflive pafs, 
And not the punifhment. Therefore, indeed, my fa- 
ther, - 
I have on Angelo impos'd the office : 
Who may in th' ambufh of my name ftrike home, 
And yet, my nature never in the fight 
To do in {lander: And to behold his fway, 
I will, as 'twere a Brother of your Order, 
Vifit both prince and people; therefore, pr'ythee, 
Supply me with the habit, and inftruct me 
How I may formally in perfon bear, 
Like a true Friar. More reafons for this a&ion 
At our moTe leifure (hall I render you ; 

Only, this one : Lord Angelo is precife ; 

Stands at a guard with envy; fcarce confeffes 
That his blood flows, or that his appetite 
Is more to bread than ftone : hence thill we fee, 
Ifpow'r change purpofe, what our feemers be. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE VIII. 

A Nunnery. 
Enter Ifabella and Francifca. 

Ifab. AND have you Nuns no Further privileges ? 
jljl Nun. Are not thefe large enough ? 

Ifab. Yes, truly ; I fpeak not as defiling more ; 
But rather wiftiing a more ftrid reftraint 
Upon the fifter-hood, the votariils of Saint Clare 

Lucio. [within,] Hoa J Peace be in this place ! 

Ifab. Who's that, which calls ? 

Nun. It is a man's voice : gentle Ifabella, 
Turn you the key, and know his bufine£s of him ; 
You may; I may not; you are yet unfworn: 
When you have vow'd, you muft not fpeak with meii T 
But in the prefence of the Priorefs ; 
Then, if you fpeak, you nraft not fliew your face;. 
Or, if you fliew your face, you muft not fpeak. 
He calls again; I pray you, anfwer him.. [Exit Franc. 

Ifab. Peace and profperity ! who is't that calls ? 

Enter Lucio. 

Lucio. Hail, virgin, (if you be) as tho£e cheeL- 
rofes 
Proclaim you are no lefe-; can you-fo ftead me, 
As bring me to the fi-ght of Ifabella, 
A novice of this place, and the fair lifter 
To her unhappy brother Claudia ? 

Ifab. Why her unhappy brother ? let me afik 
The rather, for I now muft make you know 
I am that Ifabella, and his lifter. 

Lucio. Gentle and fair, your brother kindly greets 
you ; 
Not to be weary with you, he's in prifon* 
Ifab. Woe me I for what? 

Lucio. 
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Lucio. For that, which, if myfelf might be his 
judge, 
He mould receive his punifhment in thanks; 
He hath got his friend with child. 

Ifab. Sir, make me not yaur ftory. 

Lucio. 'Tis true : — I would not (tho' 'tis my far 
miliar (in 
With maids to feem the lapwing, and to jeft, 
Tongue far from heart) play with all virgins fo» 
I hold you as a thing eti-flcy'd, and fainted ; 
By your renouncement, an immortal Spirit j 
And to be talk'd with in fincerity, 
As with a Saint. 

Ifab. You do blafpheme the good, in mocking me* 

Lucio. Do not believe it. Fewnefs and truth, 'tis thus ; 
Your brother and his lover having embraced, 
As thofe that feed grow full, as bloflbming time 
That from the feednefs the bare fallow brings 
To teeming foifon ; fo her plenteous womb 
Exprefletfr his full tilth and hufbandry. 

Ifab. Some one with child by him ? my coufirt 

Juliet ? 

Lucio. Is (he your couiin ? 

J/a&.Adoptedly, as fchool-maids change their names, 
By vain, tho' apt, affeclion, 

Lucio. She it is. 

Ifab. O, let him marry her! 

Lucio. This is the point. 
The Duke is very ftrangely gone from hence ; 
Bore many gentlemen, myfelf being one, 
In hand and hope of a&ion ; but we learn, 
By thofe that know the very nerves of ftate, 
His giving** out were of an infinite diftance 
From his true-meant defign. Upon h» place, 
And with full line of his authority, 
Governs lord AngelQ ; a man whofe blood, 
Is very fnow-broth; one who never feels 
The wanton flings and motions of the fenfe ; 

But 
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But doth rebate and blunt his natural edge 
With profits of the mind, ftudy and faft. 
He, (to give fear to ufe and liberty, 
Which have long time run by the hideous law, 
As mice by lions ;) hath pickt out an aft, 
Under whofe heavy fenfe your brother s life 
Falls into forfeit ; he arrefts him on it ; 
And follows clofe the rigour of the ftatute, 
To make him an example ; all hope's gone, 
Unlefs you have the grace by your fair prayer 
To foften Angelo ; and that's my pith of bufinefs 
'Twixt you ajid your poor brother. 

Ifab. Doth he fo 
Seek for his life? 

Lucio. H'as cenfur'd him already ; 
And, as I hear, the Provoft hath a warrant 
For's execution. 

Ifab. Alas ! what poor 
Ability's in me, to do him good ? 

Lucio. Affay the power you have. 

Ifab. My power? Alas! I doubt. 

Lucio. Our doubts are traitors ; 
And make us loofe the good, we oft might win, 
By fearing to attempt. Go to lord Angelo^ 
And let him learn to know, when maidens fue, 
Men give like Gods ; but when they weep and kneel, 
All their petitions are as truly theirs, 
As they themfelves would owe them. 

Ifab. I'll fee what I can do. 

Lucio. But, fpeedily. 

Ifab. I will about it {trait ; 
No longer flaying, but to give the mother 
Notice of my affair. I humbly thank you ; 
Commend me, to my brother: foon at night 
I'll fend him certain word of my fuccefs. 

Lucio* I take my leave of you. 

Ifab. Good Sir, adieu. [Exeunt. 

ACT, 
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ACT II. SCENE I 

The PALACE. 

Enter Angclo, Efcalus, a Jujliee, and Attendants. 

A N G E L O. 

WE mud not make a fcare-crow of the law, 
Setting it up to fear the birds of prey, 
And let it keep one (hape, 'till cuftom make it 
Their pearch, and not their terror- 

Efcal. Ay, but yet 
Let us be keen, and rather cut a little, 
Than fall, and bruife to death. Alas \ this gentleman*, 
Whom I would fave, had a moft noble father ; 
Let but your Honour know, 
Whom I believe to be moft ftrait in virtue, 
That, in the working of your own affections, 
Had time coher'd with place, or place with wifhing, 
Or that the refolute ading of your blood 
Could have attained th' effect of your own purpofe* 
Whether you had not fometime in your life 
Err'd in this point, which now you cenfure him, 
And puird the law upon you. 

Ang. 'Tis one thing to be tempted, Efcalus y 
Another thing to fall. . I not deny, 
The jury, palling on the prisoner's life, 
May in the fworn twelve have a thief or two, 
Guiltier than him they try ; what's open made to 

juftice, 
That juftice feizes on. What know the laws, 
That thieves do pafs on thieves ? 'tis very pregnant, 
The jewel that we find, we ftoop and take't, 
Becaufe we fee it ; but what we do not fee, 
We tread upon, and never think of it. 
You may not fo extenuate his offence, 
For I have had fuch faults ; but rather tell me, 

When 
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"When I that cenfure him, do fo offend, 

Let mine own judgment pattern out my death, 

And nothing come in partial. Sir, he muft die.' 

Enter Provoft* 

Efcal. Be'r, as your wifdom will. 

Ang. Where is the Provqft. 

Prav. Here, if it like your Honour. 

Ang. See, that Claudia 
Be executed by nine to morrow morning. 
Bring him his confeflor, let him be prepard ? 

For that's the utmofi of his pilgrimage. 

[Exit Prov. 

Efcal. Well, heav'n forgive him ! and forgive us allf 
Some rife by fin, and fome by virtue fall : 
Some run through brakes of vice, and anfwer none j 
And fome condemned for a fault alone 

SCENE IL 

Enter Elbow, Froth, Clown, and Officers. 

Elb. fi OME, bring them away; if thefe be good 
V-^ people in a common-weal, that do nothing 
but ufe their abufes in common houfes, I know no 
law ; bring them away. 

Ang. How now, Sir, what's your name? and what's 
the matter? 

Elb. If it pleafe your Honour, I am the poor Duke's 
conftable, and my name is Elbow; I do lean upon juf- 
tice, Sir, and do bring in here before your good Ho- 
nour two notorious benefactors. 

Ang. Benefactors ? well ; what benefactors are they ? 
are they not malefactors ? 

Elb.li it pleafe your Honour, I know not well what 
they are; but precife villains they are, thatlara fure. 
of ; and void of all profanation in the world, that good 
xhriftians ought to have. 

Efcal. 
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EfcaL This comes off well ; here's a wife officer, 
Ang. Go to: what quality are they of? Elbow is 
your name? why doft thou not fpeak, Elbow? 
down. He -cannot, Sir; he's out at elbow* 
Ang. What are you, Sir? 

Elb. He, Sir? a tapfter, Sir; parcel-bawd; one 
that ferves a bad woman; whofe houfe, Sir, was, as 
they fay, pluckt down in the fuburbs ; and now file' 
profeffes ahot-houfe; which, 1 think, is a very ill 
houfe. too. 

EfcaL How know you that ? 

Elb. My wife, Sir, whom I deteft before heav'nand 

your Honour, 

EfcaL How ! thy wife ? 

Elb. Ay, Sir; whom, I thank heav'n, is an honeft 

woman ; 

EfcaL Doft thou deteft her therefore ? 
Elb. I fay, Sir, I will deteft myfelf alfo, as well as 
fhe, that this houfe, if it be not a bawd's houfe, it is 
pity of her life, for it is a naughty houfe. 
EfcaL How doft thou know that, conftable? 
Elb. Marry, Sir, by my wife ; who, if flie had 
been a woman cardinally given, might have been ac- 
cufed in fornication, adultery ^ and all uncleannefs 
there. 

EfcaL By the woman's means ? 
Elb. Ay, Sir, by miftrefs Qvtr-doni } s means, but 
as flie fpit in his face, fo fhe defy'd him. * 

Clown. Sir, if it pleafe your Honour, this is not fo. 
Elb. Prove it before thefe varlets here, thou honour- 
able man, prove it. 

EfcaL Do you hear how he mifplaces? 
" Clown. Sir, (he came in great with child; and 
longing (faving your Honour's reverence) for 
ftew'd prewns ; Sir, we had but two in the houfe, 
which at that very diftant time flood, as it were, in 
a fruit-dilh, a dilh of fome three pence ; (your Ho- 
nours have feen fuch difhes; they are not China 
diihes, but very good diflies.) EfcaL 
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Efeal. Go to, go to ; no matter for the difh, Sir. 

Clownl No, indeed, Sir, not of a pin; you .are 
therein in the right : but to the point ; as I fay, 
this miftrefs Elbow, being, as I fay, with child, and 
being great belly'd, and longing, as I faid, for 
prewns ; and having but two in the diftt, as I faid; 
mafter Froth here, this very man, having eaten the 
reft, as I faid, and, as I fay, paying for themvety 
honeftly ; for, as you know, mafter Froth, I could 
not give you three-pence again. 
Froth. No, indeed. 

Clown. Very well ; you being then, if you be 
remembered, cracking the ftones of the forefaid 
prewns. 
Froth. Ay, fo I did, indeed. 

Clown. Why, very well; I telling you then, if 
you be remembred, thatfuch a one, and fuch a 
one, were paft cure of the thing you wot of, un- 
lefs they kept very good diet, as I told you. 
Froth. AH this is true. 
" Clown. Why, very well then. 
Efcal. Come, you are a tedious fool; to the pur- 

pofe : what was done to Elbow** wife, that he hath 

caufe to complain of? come to what was done to her. 
u Clown. Sir, your Honour cannot come to that yet, 
Efcal, No, Sir, nor I mean it not. 
*' Clown. Sir, but you fhall come to it, by your 
Honour's leave: and, I befeech you, look into 
mafter Froth here, Sir, a man of fourfcore pound 
a year ; whofe father dy'd at Hallowmas. Was't 

" not at Hallowmas, mafter Froth ? 
Froth. All-holland eve. 
" Clown. Why, very well ; I hope here be truths. 

* fc He, Sir, fitting, as I fay, in a lower chair, Sir; 
'twas in the bunch of grapes, where, indeed, you 
have a 'delight to fit, have you not? 
Froth. I have fo, becaufe it is an open room, and 

good for winter, 

<fc Clown. 



lb 
it 



bt 



Meafure for Meafure. * 1 

** Clown. Why, very well then ; I hope here be 
u truths. 

Ang. This will laft out a night in Riiffia, 
When nights are longeft there. I'll take my leave, 
And leave you to the hearing of the caufe ; 
Hoping, you'll find good caufe to whip them all. 

SCENE III. 

Efcal, T Think no lefs. Good morrow to your lord- 
X Chip. [Exit Angelo. 

Now, Sir, come on: what was done to Elbow* 9 wife, 
once more ? 

Clown, Once, Sir ? there was nothing done to her 
once. 

Elb. I befeech you, Sir, aflc him what this man did 
to my wife. 

Clown. I befeech your Honour, aflc me. 

Efcal. Well, Sir, what did this gentleman to her? 

Clown. I befeech you, Sir, look in this gentleman's 
face ; good maftcr Froth, look upon his Honour; 'tis 
for a good purpofe ; doth your Honour mark his face? 

Efcal. Ay, Sir, very well. 

Clown. Nay, I befeech you, mark it well. 

Efcal. Well, I do fo. 

Clown. Doth your Honour fee any harm in his 
face ? 

Efcal. Why, no. 

Clown. Til be fupposTd upon a book, his face is 
the worft thing about him : good then ; if his face be 
the worft thing about him, how could mailer Froth 
do the conftable's wife any harm ? I would know 
that of your Honour. 

Efcal. He's in the right; conftable, what fay you 
to it ? 

Elb. Firft, an' it ljke you, the houfe is a refpe&ed 
houfe ; next, this is a refpe&cd fellow ; and his mif- 
,trefs is a refpecled woman. 

Clown. 
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Clown. By this hand, Sir, his wife is a more re- 
Tpefled perfon than any of us all. 

Elb. Varlet, thou lieft ; thou lieft, wicked varlet; 
the time is yet to come, that fhe was ever refpe&ed 
with man, woman, or child. 

Clown. Sir, fhe was refpe&ed with him before he 
marry'd with her. 

Efcal. Which is the wifer here? Jtifticc, or Ini- 
quity ? • Is this true ? 

Fib. O thou caitiff! O thou, varlet ! O thou wicked 
Hannibal! I refpe&ed with her, before I was marry'd 
to her? If ever I was refpe&ed with her, or Ihe with 
me, let not your worship think me the poor duke's 
officer; prove this, thou wicked Hannibal, or Til 
liave mine a&ion of battery on thee. 

Efcal. If he took you a box o'th' ear, you might 
have your aftion of flander too. 

Elb, Marry* I thank your good worfhip for't? 
what is't your worfhip's pleafure I (hall do with this 
wicked caitiff? 

Efcal. Truly, officer, becaufehe hath fome offences 1 
in him, that thou wouldft difcover if thou couldft, 
let him continue in his courfes, 'till thou know'ft 
what they are. 

Elb. Marry, I thank your worfhip for it ; thou 
feeft, thou wicked varlet now, what's come upon 
thee. Thou art to continue now, thou varlet: thou 
art to continue. 

Efcal. Where were you born, friend? [to .Froth. 

Froth. Here in Vienna, Sir. 

Efcal. Are you of fourfcore pounyds a year? 

Froth. Yes, and't pleafc you, Sir, 

Efcal. So. What trade are you of, Sir? 

[to the Clown* 

Clown. A tapfter, a poor widow's tapfter. 

Efcal. Your miftrefs's name ? 

Clown. Miftrefs Over-done. 

Efcal. Hath fhe had any. more than one hufband? 

Clown. 
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Gloom. Nine, Sir : Over-done by the laft. 

Efcal* Nine? come hither to me, mafter Froth; 
mafter Froth, I would not have you acquainted with 
tapfters ; They will draw you, mafter Froth, and you 
will hang them. Get you gone, and let me hear no 
more of you. 

Froth. I thank your worfhip ; for mine own pait, I 
never come into any room in a taphoufe, but I am 
drawn in. 

Efcal. Well ; no more of it, mafter Froth ; farcweL 

[Exit Froth. 

SCENE IV. 

Come you hither to roe, mafter tapfter ; what's 
your name, mafter tapfter? 

Clown. Pompey. 

Efcal. What.elfe? 

.Clown. Burn, Sir. 

Efcal. Troth, and your bum is the greatcft thing 
about you, fo that, in the^beaftlieft fenfe, you are 
Pompey the Great. Pompey, you arc partly a bawd, 
Pompey'; howfoever you colour it in being a tapfter; 
aTe you not ? come tell me true, it fliall be the better 
for you. 

Clown. Truly. Sir, I am a poor fellow that would 
live. 

Efcal. How would you live, Pompey 1 ? by being a 
bawd ? what do you think of the trade, Pompey? is it 
a lawful trade? 

Clown. If the law will allow it, Sir. 

Ffcal. .But the.law will pot allow it, Pompey; nor 
it)fhalLnot be allowed in Vienna, 

Cloum. ODoes your worfhip mean to geld and fplay 
all the youth in the city? 

Efcal. No, Pompey. 

■Clown. Truly, Sir, in my poor opinion, they will 

to't 
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to't then. If your worfhip will take order for the drabs 
and the knaves, you need not fear the bawds. 

Efcal. There are pretty orders beginning, I can tell 
you: it is but heading and hanging- 

Clown. If you head and hang all that offend that way 
but for tenyears together, you'll be glad to give out a 
comtniffion for more heads: if this law hold in Vienna 
ten years, * I'll rent the faireft houfe in it, after three 
pence a bay : if you live to fee this come to paft, fay, 
Pompey told you fo. 

Efcal. Thank you, good Pompey ; and in requital 
of your prophecy, hark you ; I advife you, let me not 
find you before me again upon any complaint what- 
foever; no, not -for dwelling where you do ; if I do, 
Pompey , I fliall beat you to your tent, and prove a 
Ihrewd Caefdr to you: in. plain dealing, Pompey, I 
fliall have you whipt? fo for this time, Pompey,. fare 
you well. 

Clown. I thank your worfhip for your good counfel ; 
but I mail follow it, as the flefh and fortune fliall bet- 
ter determine. 

Whip me ? no, no ; let carman whip his jade ; 

The valiant heart's not whipt out of his trade* 

[Exit. 

SCENE V. 

Efcal. /~t O M E hither to me, mafter Elbows come 
\^J hither, mafter conftable ; how long have 
you been in this place of conftable ? 
Elb* Seven years and a half, Sir. 

* ril rent the fal+tfl, houfe in it, for three pence a bay : ] Mr. Theobald 
found that this was the Reading of the old Books, and he follows it 
out of pure Reverence for Antiquity. He fuppofes Bay to be that Pro- 
jtction called a Bay-window ; as if the Way of rating Houfes was by 
the Number of their Bay-windows. But it is quite another Thing, 
and fignifies the fquarcd Frame of a Timber Houfe ; each of which 
Divifions or Squares is called a Bay. Hence a Building of fo many 
Bays. 

EJcaL 
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tfcal. I thought, by your readinefs in the office, 
you had continued in it fome time : you fay feven 
yeaTS together? 

Elb* And a half, Sir. 

EfcaL Alas ! it hath been great pains to you t they 
do you wrong to put you fo oft upon't : are there not 
men in your ward fufficient to ferve it ? 

Elb. Faith, Sir, few of any wit in fuch matters ; as 
they are chofen, they are glad to chufe me for them. 
I do it for fome piece of money, and go through 
with all. 

Efcal. Look you, bring me in the names of fome fix 
or feven, the moft fufficient of your parifh. 

Elb. To your worfhip's houfe, Sir ? 

EfcaL To my houfe ; fare you well. What's a clock, 
ihink you ? [Exit Elbow. 

Juft., Eleven, Sir. 

Efcal. I pray you, home to dinner with me. 

Juft. I humbly thank you. 

EfcaL It grieves me for the death of Claudio : 
But there's no remedy. 

Jujt. Lord Angtlo is fevere. 

Efcal. It is but needful: 
Mercy is not itfelf, that oft looks fo ; 
Pardon is ftill the nurfe of fecond woe: 
But yet, poor Oaudio ! there's no remedy. 
Come, Sir. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. 

Enter Pro voft, and a Servant. 

Serv.T TE's hearing of acaufe; he will come ftraight: 
JQ Til tell him of you. 
Prov. Pray you, do ; I'll know 
His pleafure; 't may be, he'll relent; alas f 
He hath but as offended in a dream : 
All fefts, all ages fmackofthis vice ; and he 

To die for it ! 

C Ang. 
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Enter Angelo. 

Ang. Now, what's the matter, Provqft ? 

Frw. Is it your will, Claudio (hall die to morrow ? 

Ang. Did not I tell thee, yea ? hadftutiou not order ? 
Why doft thou alk again? 

Prov. Left I might be too ralh. 
Under your good corrc&ion; I have feen, 
When, after execution, judgment hath 
Repented o'er his doom. 

Ang. Go to; let that be mine, 
Do you your office, or give up your place, 
And you fhall well be fpar d. 

Prov. I crave your pardon. 
What (hall be done, Sir, with the groaning Juliet ? 
She's very near her hour. 

Ang. Difpofe of her 
To fome more fitting place, and that with fpeed. 

Serv. Here is the lifter of the man condemned, 
Defires accefs to you. • 

Ang. Hath he a fitter ? 

Prov. Ay, my good lord, a very virtuous~maid, 
And to be fhortly of a fifter-hood, 
If not already. 
* Ang. Well ; let her be admitted. [Exit Servant. 
See you, the fornicatrefs Jberemov'd; 
Let her have needful, but not lavifh, means ;•* 
There (hall be order for it. 

SCENE. VII. 

V 

Enter Lucio and Ifabella. 

Prov. 'QAVE your honour. 

O Ang. Stay yet a while.— — Y'are welcome; 
what's your will? 
Ifab. I am a woful fuitor to your Honour, 
Pleafe but your Honour hear me. 

Ang. 
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Ang. Well; what's your fuit? 

Ifab. There is a vice that mofl I do abhor, 
And moft defire lhould meet the blow of juftice; 
For which I would not plead, but that I mull; 
For which I muft not plead, but that I am 
At war, 'twixt will, and will not. 

Ang. Well ; the matter ? 

Ifab. I have a brother is condemned to die ; 
I do befeech you, let it be his fault, 
And not my brother. 

Prov. Heav'n give thee moving graces ! 

Ang. Condemn the fault, and not the aclor of it? 
Why, every fault's condemn'd, ere it be done;. 
Mine were the very cipher of a function, 
To find the faults, whofe fine ftands in record, 
And let go bv the ador. 

Ifab. O juft, but fevere law ! 
I had a brother then ; heav'nkeep your Honour ! 

Lucio. Give not o'er fo : to him again, intreat him* 
Kneel down before him, hang upon his gown ; 
You are too cold; if you mould need a pin, 
You could not with more tame a tongue defire it. 
To him, I fay. 

Ifab. Muft he needs die ? 

Ang. Maiden, no remedy. 

Ifab. Yes ; I do think that you might pardon 
him; . . 
And neither heav'n, nor man, grieve at the mercy. 

Ang. I will not do't. 

Ifab. But can you, if you would? 

Ang. Look, what I will not, that J cannot do. 

Ifab. But might you do't, and do the world no 
wrong, 
If fo y«ur heart were touch'd with that remorfe, 
As rnjne is to him ? 

Ang. HeY fentenc'd ; 'tis too late. 

Lucio. You are too cold. 

C 2 Ifab, 
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Jfab. Too late? why, no; I, that do fpeak a word, 
May call it back again : Well believe this, 
No ceremony that to Great ones 'longs, 
Not the King's crown, nor the deputed fword, 
The marlhars truncheon, nor the judge's robe^ 
Become them with one half fo good a grace, 
As mercy does : if he had been as you, 
And you as he, you would have dipt like him ; 
But he, like you, would not have been fo ftern. 
Ang. Pray you, be gone. 
Jfab. I wou d to heav'n I had your potency, 
And you were Ifabel; mould it then be thus ? 
No ; I would tell what 'twere to be a judge, 
And what a prifoner. 

> Lucio. Ay, touch him ; there" s the vein.' 
Ang. Your brother is a forfeit of the law, 
And you but wafte your words. 

Jfab. Alas ! alas ! 
Why, all the fouls that are, were forfeit once: 
And he, that might the Vantage beft have took, 
Found out the remedy. How would you be. 
If he, which is the top of judgment, mould 
But judge you, as you are? oh, think on that; 
* And mercy then will breathe within ^your lips, 
Like man new made. 

Ang. Be you content, fair maid ; 
It is the law., not I, condemns your brother. 
Were he my kinfman, brother, or my fon, 
It mould be thus with him; he dies to-morrow. 
Jfab. To-morrow, Oh ! that's fudden. Spare him, 
fpare him. 
He's not prepar'd for death: Even for our kitchins 
We kill the fowl, of feafon ; fhall we ferve heav'n 

*And mercy then will breathe within your lips, 

Like man new made.] This is a fine Thought, and finely ex- 
prefled : The Meaning is, that Mercy will add fuck Grace to your Per- 
Jon, that you will appear as amiable as Man comefre/h out of the Hands of 
his Creator. 

With 
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With lefs rcfpeS, than we do minifter [y ou : 

To our grofs felves? good, good my lord, bethink 
Who is it, that hath dy'd for this offence? 
There's many hath committed it. 
Lucio. Ay, well fa id. 

Ang. The law hath not been dead, tho' it hath 
Thofe many had not dar'd to do that evil, [flept : 
If the firft man that did th' edi& infringe, 
Had anfwered for his deed. Now, 'tis awake; 
Takes note of what is done ; and, like a prophet, 
Looks in a glafe that (hews what future evils, 
Or new, or by remhTnefs new-conceiv'd, 
And fo in progrefs to be hatched and born, 
Are now to have no fucceflive degrees ; 
But ere they live, to end. 
Ifab. Yet fliew fome pity. 
Ang. I (hew it mod of all, when I fliew juftice; 
For then I pity thofe, I do not know ; 
Which a diimifs'd offence would after gaul ; 
And do him right, that, anfwering one foul wrong, 
Lives not to ad another. Be fatisfy'd ; 
Your brother dies to-morrow ; be content. 

Ifab. So you mull be the firft, that gives this fen- 
tence ; 
And he, that fuffers : oh, 'tis excellent 
To have a giant's ftrength ; but it is tyrannous, 
To ufe it like a giant. 
Lucio. That's well faid. 

Ifab. Could great men thunder * 

As Jove himfelf does, Jove would ne*er be quiet; 
For every pelting, petty,' officer 
Would ufe his heav'n for thunder; 
Nothing but thunder : merciful heav'n ! 
Thou rather with thy fharp, and fulph'rous, bolt 
Split'ft the unwedgeable and gnarled oak, 
Than the foft myrtle : O, but man ! proud man, 
Dreft in a little brief authority, 
Moft ignorant of what he'smoft affur'd, 

C 3 His 
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His glafly eflence, like an angry ape, 

Plays fuch fantaftic trkks before high heav'n, 

As makes the angels weep; who, with our fpleens, 

"Would all themfelves laugh mortal. 

Lucio. Oh, to him, to him, Wench: he will relent; 
He's coming : I perceived. 

Frov. Pray heav'n, (he win him ! 

Ifab. We cannot weigh our brother with yourf elf : 
Great men may jeft with Saints; 'tis wit in them ; 
But, in the lefs, foul prophanaticn. 

Lucio. 'Thou'rt right, girl ; moTe o* that. 

Ifab. That in the captain's but a choleric word, 
Which in the foldier is flat blafphemy. 

Lucio. Art avis'd o'that ? more on't. 

Ang. Why do you put thefe fayings upon me? 

Ifab. Becaufe authority, tho' it err like others, 
Hath yet a kind of medicine in itfelf, 
That ikins the vice o'th' top: go to your bofom ; 
Knock there, and alk your hearty what it d6 th know 
That's like my brother's fault; J if itoonfefs 
A natural guiltinefs, fuch as is his, 
Let it not found a thought upon your tongue 
Againft my brother's life. 

Ang. She fpeaks, and 'tis fuch fenfe, 
That my fenfe bleeds with it. Fare you Well. 

Ifab. Gentle, my lord, turn back. 

Ang. I will bethink me ; come again to-morrow. 

Ifab. Hark, how I'll bribe you: good my lord, 
turn back. 

Ang. How ? bribe me ? 

Ifab. Ay , with fuch gifts, that heaven mall (hare 
with you. 

Lucio. You had marr'd all elfe. 

Ifab. Not with fond fhekles of the tefted gold, 
Or ftones, whofe rate are either rich, or poor, 
As fancy values them ; but with true prayers, 
That fhall be up at heav'n, and enter there, 
Ere fun-rife : prayers from preferved fouls, 

From 
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From failing maids, whofe .minds are dedicate 
To nothing temporal. 

Ang. Well; come to-morrow. 

Lucio. Go to; 'tis well; away. 

Ifab. Heav'n keep your Honour fafe ! 

Ang. Amen: 
For I am that way going to temptation, 
Where prayers crofs, 

Ifab. At what hour to-morrow 
Shall I attend your lordfliip ? 

Ang. At any time 'fore noon. 

Ifab. Save your Honour! 

[Exeunt Lucio and Ifabella. 

SCENE VIII. 

• 

Ang. T? ROM thee ; even from thy virtue. 

J7 What's this? what's this? is this her fault, 
or mine ? 
The tempter, or the tempted, who fins moft? 
Not (he ; nor doth fhe tempt; but it is I, 
That, lying by the violet, in the fun, 
Do, as the carrion does, not as the flower, 
Corrupt with virtuous feafon. Can it be, 
Thatmadefty may more betray our fenfe, . 
Than woman's lightnefs? having wafte ground 
enough^ , 

Shall we defire to raze the fancluary, 
And pitch our evils there? oh, # fie, fie, fie ! 
What doft thou ? or what art thou, Angefo? 
Doft thou defire her foully, for thofe things 
That make her good? Oh, let her brother live : 
Thieves for their robbery have authority, , 
When judges fteal themfelves. What ? do I love her, 
That I defire. to hear her *f peak again, 
And feaft upon her eyes? what is't I dream on? 
Oh, cunning enemy, that, to catch a Saint, 
With Saints doft bait thy hook ! moft dangerous 

C4 Is 



3 1 Mcafure for Meafurc. 

Is that temptation, that doth goad us on 
To fin in loving virtue : ne'er could the ftrumpei, 
With all her double vigour, art and nature, 
Once ftir my temper ; but this virtuous maid 
Subdues me quite : Ever 'till this very Now, 
When men were fond, I fmil'd, and wonder'd how* 

[Exit. 

SCENE IX. 

Changes to a Prifon. 
Enter Duke habited like a Friar^ and Provoft. 

Duke.T TAIL to you, Provoft! fo, I think, you are. 
XTL Prov. I am the Provoft; what's your will, 
good Friar? 

Duke. Bound by my charity, and my bleft Order, 
I come to vifit the afflicted fpirits 
Here in the prifon ; do me the common right 
To let me fee them, and to make me know 
The nature of their crimes ; that I may minifter 
To them accordingly. 

Prov. I would do more than that, if more were 
needful. 

Enter Juliet. 
Look, here comes one ; a gentlewoman of mine, 
*Who falling in the flames of her own youth, 
Hath blifter'd her report : flie is with cnild ; 
And he, that got it, fentenc'd: a young man 
More fit to do another fuch offence, 
Than die for this. 

Duke. When muft he die ? 

Prov. As I do think, to-morrow. 
I have provided for you ; flay a while, [To Juliet. 
And you fhall be conducted. 

Duke. Repent you, fair one, of the fin you carry ? 

* Who Jailing in the flaws of her own youth 
Hath blifter'd her report:] Who doth not fee that the Integrity of 
the Metaphor require! we fhould read, flames of her own youth. 

Juliet. 
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j. i Juliet. I do ; and bear the £haxne moft patiently. 
I Duke. I'll teach you, how you fhall arraign your 

confcience, 
^.nd try your penitence, if it be found, 
Or hollowly put on. 

Juliet. Til gladly learn. 

Duke. Love you the man that wrong'd you ? 

Juliet. Yes, as I love the woman that wrong'd him. 

Duke. So then, it feems, your moft offenceful aA 
Was mutually committed. 

Juliet. Mutually. 

Duke. Then was your fin of heavier kind than his. 

Juliet. I do confefs it, and repent it, father. 

Duke. Tis meet fo, daughter; but repent you not, 
fc As that the fin hath brought you to this ihame ? 
Which forrow's always towards ourfelves, not heav'n; 
Shewing, we'd not feek heaven, as we love it, 
But as we Hand in fear. 

Juliet. I do repent me, as it is an evil ? 
Ami take the fliame wkhjoy. 

Duke* There reft. 
Your partner, as I hear, muff die to-morrow, 
And I am going with inftrudion to him ; 
So, grace go with you ! benedicite. [Exit. 

Juliet. Mud die to-morrow ! oh, injurious love, 
That refpites me a life, whofe very comfort 
Is ftill a dying horror ! 

Prov. 'Tis pity of him. 

SCENE X. 

Changes to the Palace. 
Enter Angel o. 

Ang. \\7 H E N I would pray and think, I think 

▼ ▼ and pray 

To fev'ral fubjecls :' heav'n hath my empty words, 
Whiift my intention, hearing not my tongue, 
Anchors on Ifabel. Heav'n's in my mouth,. 

C 5 As 
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As if I did but only chew its name ; 
And in my heart the ftrong and fweiling evil 
Of my conception : the ftate, whereon I ftudied, 
Is like a good thing, being often read, 
Grown fear'd and tedious ; yea^ my gravity 
Wherein (let no man hear me) I take pride, 
Could I with boot change for an idle plume 
Which the air beats for vain. Oh place! oh form I 
How often doft thou with thy cafe, thy habit, 
Wrench awe from fools, and tie the wifer fouls 
To thy falfe feeming ? blood, thou art but blood : 
Let's write good angel on th.? devil's horn ; 
'Tis not the devil's creft. 

Enter Servant. 

How now, who's there?*- 



Serv. One Ifabel, a fitter, defires accefs to you. 

Ang. Teach her the way. Ohheav'ns! 
Why does my blood thus mufler to my heart, 
Making both That unable foe itfelf, 
And difpoffefling all my other parts 
Of neceffary fitnefs ? 

So play the foolifh throngs with one that fwoons ; 
Come all lo help him, and fo flop the air 
By which he fhould revive : and even fo 
The gen'ral fubjefls to a well-wilht King 
Quit their own part, and in obfequious fondnefs 
Crowd to his prefence, where, their untaught lave 
Muft needs appear offence. How now, fair maid? 

SCENE. XI. 

Enter Ifabella. ' 

lfab. T Am come to know your pleafure. . 

X. Ang. That youmight know it, would much 
better, pleafe me, . . 
Than to demand, what 'tis* Your brother cannot live. 

Ifab. 
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Ifab. Evn fo ? — Heaven keep your Honour ! 

[Going, 

Ang. Yet may he live a while ; and, it may be, 
As long as you or I ; yet he muft die. 

Ifab. Under your fentence ? 

Ang. Yea. 

Ifab. When, I befeech you ? that in his reprieve, 
Longer or (horter, he may be fo fitted, 
That his foul ficken not. 

Ang. Ha? fie, thefe filthy vices! 'twere as good 
To pardon him, that hath from nature ftol'n 
A man already made, as to remit 
Their fawcy fweetnefs, that do coin heav'n's image 
In ftamps that are forbid : 'tis all as eafy, 
Falfely to take away a life true made ; 
As to put metal in reftrained means, 
To make a falfe one. 

Ifab. 'Tis fet down fo in heav'n, but not in earth. 

Ang. And fay you fo? then I fliall poze you 
quickly. 
Which had you rather, that the moft jtfft law 
Now took your brother's life ; or, to redeem him, 
Give up your body to fuch fweet uncleannefs, 
As (he, that he hath ftain'd ? 

Ifab. Sir, believe this, 
I had rather give my body than my foul. , 

Ang. I talk not of your foul ; our compell'd fins 
Stand more for number than accompt. 

Ifab. How fay you ? 

Ang. Nay, I'll not warrant that ; for I can fpeak 
Againft the thing I fay. Anfwer to this : 
I, now the voice of the recorded law, 
Pronounce a fentence on your brother's life : 
Might there not be a charity in fin, 
To fave this brother's life ? 

Ifab. Pleafe you to do't, ' 
I'll take it as a peril to my foul, 
It is no fin at all, but charity. 

C 6 Ang.' 
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Ang. Pleas'd you to do't at peril of your foul, 
Were equal poize of fin and charity. 

lfab. That I do beg his life, if it be fin, 
Heav'n, let me bear it ! you, granting my fuit, 
If that be fin, I'll make it my morn-pray r 
To have it added to the faults of mine, 
And nothing of your anfwer. 

Ang. Nay, but here me: • 
Your fenfe purfuesnot mine: either, you're ignorant; 
Or feem fo, craftily ; and that's not good. 

Ifab. Let me be ignorant, and in nothing .good, 
But gracioufly to know I am no better. 

Ang. Thus wifdom wifhes to appear mofl bright, 
When it doth tax itfelf : as thefe black malks, 
Proclaim an en-fhield bpauty ten times louder, 
Than beauty could difplay'd. But mark me, 
To be received plain, 111 fpeak more grofs ; 
Your brother is to die. 

J fab. So. 

Ang, And his offence is fo, as it appears 
Accountant to the law upon that pain. 

Ifab. True. 

Ang. Admit no other way to fave his life. 
(As I fubfcribe not that, nor any other, 
But in the lofs of queftion,) that you his fitter, 
Finding yourfelf defir'd of fuch a perfon, 
Whofe credit with the judge, or own great place, 
Could fetch your brother from the manacles . 
Of the all-holding law ; and that there were 
No earthly mean to fave him, but that either 
You muft lay down the treafures of your body 
To this fuppos'd, or elfe to let him fuffer; 
What would you do ? 

lfab. As much for my poor brother, as myfelf : 
That is, were I under the terms of death, 
TV impreffion of keen whips I'd wear as rubies, 
Arid ftrip myfelf to death, as to a bed 

That 
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That longing I've been fick for, ere I'd yield 
My body up to fhame. 

Ang. Then mull your brother die. 

Ifab. And 'twere the cheaper way ; 
Better it were, a brother dy*d at once; 
Than that a fitter, by redeeming him, 
Should die for ever. 

Ang. Were not you then as cruel as the fen te nee, 
That you have {lander' d fo? 

J Jab. As ignominious ranfom, and free pardon, 
Are of two Jibufes ; lawful mercy, fure, 
Is nothing kin to foul redemption. 

Ang. You feem'd of late to make the law a tyrant, 
And rather provd the Aiding of*your brother 
A merriment, than a vice, 

Ifab. Oh pardon me, my lord ; it oft falls out, 
To have what we would have, we fpeak not what we 
I fomething do excufe the thing I hate, [mean : 

For his advantage that I dearly love. 

Ang. yVe are all frail. 

Ifab. * Elfe let my brother die. • 
If not a feodary, but only he, 
Owe, and fucceed by weaknefs ! 

Ang. Nay, women are frail too. 

Ifab. Ay, as the glafles where they view themfelves ; 
Which are as eafy broke, as they make forms. 
Women ! help heav'n ; men their creation mar, 
In profiting by them: nay, call us ten times frail; 

x Elfe let my brother die. 

If not a feodary, but only he, &c] This is fo obfeure, but the 
AHufion fo fine, that it deferves to be explain'd. A Feodary was one, 
that in the Times of Vaflalage held Lands of the chief Lord, under the 
Tenure of paying Rent and Service : Which Tenures were call'd Feuda 
amongft the Goths. Now, fays Angelo, " we are all frail; yes, re- 
" plies Ifabella; if all Mankind were not Fcodaries, who owe what 
14 they are to this Tenure of Imbtcillity, and who fucceed each other 
u by the fame Tenure, as well as my Brother, I would give him up." 
The comparing Mankind, lying under the Weight of original Sin, 
to a Feodary, who owes Suit and Service to his Lord, is, I think, 
not ill imagined. 

For 
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For we are foft as our complexions are, 
*And credulous to falfe prints. 

Ang. I think it well ; 
And from this teftimony of your own fex, 
(Since I fuppofe we're made to be no ftronger, 
Than faults may make our frames) let me be bold ; 
I do arreft your words : be That you are, 
That is, a women; if you're more, you're none. 
If you be one, as you are well exprefs'd 
By all external warrants, fhew it now, 
By putting on the deftin'd livery. 

Jfab. I have no tongue but one; gentle, my lord, 
Let me intreat you, t fpeak the formal language. 

Ang. Plainly conceive, I love you. 

Jfab. My brother did love Juliet; 
And you tell me, that he (hall die for it. 

Ang. He fliall not, Jfabtl, if you give me love. 

Jfab. I know, your virtue hath a licence in't, 
Which feems a little fouler than it is, 
To pluck on others. 

Ang. Believe me, on mine honour, 
My words exprefs my purpofe. 

Ifab. Ha ! little honour to be much believ'd, 
>And moft pernicious purpofe ! feeming, feeming! — 
I will proclaim thee, Angelo; look fpr't: 
Sign me a prefent pardon for my brother, 
Or, with an out-ftretch'd throat, Til tell the world 
Aloud, what man thou art. 

Ang. Who will believe thee, Ifabel? 
My unfoird name, th' aufterenefs of my life, 
My vouch againft you, and my place iW ftate, 
Will fo your accufation over-weigh, 
That you mail ftifle in your own report, 
And fmell of calumny. I have begun ; 
And now I give my fenfual race the rein. 

* And credulous to falfe prints.] i. e. take any Impreffion. 
+ ~-fpeak the former language.] We fliould read formal which 
he here ufes for plain, dire&. 

Fit 
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Fit thy con&nt to my fliarp appetite^ 
Lay by all nicety, and prolixiouS bluflxes, 
That banifh what they fue for; redeem thy brother 
By yielding up thy body to my will : 
Or elfe he muft not only die the death, 
But thy unkindnefs (hall his death draw out 
To ling'ring fufferance. Anfwerme to-morrow; 
Or by th' .affe&ion that now guides me mod, 
I'll prove a tyrant to him. As for you, 
Say what you can ; my falfe o'erweighs your true. [Ex* 
Ifab. To whom fbould I complain ? did I tell this, 
Who would believe me? (Tmoft perilous mouths, 
That bear in them one and the felf-fame tongue, 
Either of condemnation or approof; 
Bidding the law make curtfy to their will ; 
Hooking both right* and wrong to th' appetite, 
To follow, as it draws. 1*11 to my brother. 
Tho' he hath fall'n by prompture of the. blood, 
Yet hath he in him fuch a mind of honour, 
That had he twenty heads to tender down 
On twenty bloody blocks, he'd yield them up;. 
Before his fitter mould her body ftoop 
To fuch abhorrd pollution. 
Then, I/abet, live chafte ; and, brother, die ; 
More than our brother is our chaftity. 
I'll tell hinj yet of Angelo^s requeft ; 
And fit his mind to death* for his foul's Reft. [Exit. 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

The PRISON. 

Enter Duke, Claudio, and Provoft. 

Duke. 

SO, then you hope of pardon from lord Angelo? 
Claud. The miserable have no other medicine, 
But only Hope : I've hope to live, and am prepar'd 
to die. 
Duke. Be abfolute for death: or death, or life, 
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Shall thereby be the fweeter. Reafon thus with life; 

If I do lofe thee, I do lofe a thing, 

That none but fools would reck ; a breath thou art, 

Servile to all the fluey influences, 

That do this habitation, where thou keep'ft, 

Hourly afflid; merely thou art Death's Fool; 

For him thou labour'ft by thy flight to fhun, 

And yet runn'ft tow'rd him flill. Thou art not noble; 

For ail th' accommodations, that thou bear'ft, 

Are nurs'dbybafenefs: thou rt by no means valiant; 

For thou don fear the foft and tender fork 

Of a poor worm* Thy Beft of Reft is fleep, 

And that thou oftprovok'ft; yet grofly fear 1 ft 

Thy death, which is no more. Thou'rt not thyfelf ; 

.For thou exififft on many a thoufand grains, 

That iffue out of duft. Happy thou art not ; 

For what thou haft not, ftill thou ftriv'ft to get; 

And what thou haft forget'ft. Thou art not certain ; 

For thy complexion Ihifts to ftrange effe&s, 

After the moon. If thou art rich, thou'rt poor; 

For, like an aft, whofe back with ingots bows, 

Thou bear' ft thy heavy riches but a journey, 

And death unioadeth thee. Friend thou haft none ; 

For thy own bowels, which do call thee Sire, 

The mere effufion of thy proper loins, 

Do curfe the Gout^ Serpigo, and the Rheum, 

For ending thee no fooner. Thou haft nor youth, nor 

But as it were an after-dinner's fleep, [age; 

Dreaming on both ; for pall'd, thy blazed youth 

Becomes affuaged, and doth beg the alms 

Of palfied Eld ; and when thou'rt old and rich, 

Thou haft neither *heat, affe&ion, limb, nor bounty 

*—heal,ajfeftion,limb, nor beauty] But how docs Beauty maktRicies 
flea/ant ? We fliould read Bounty , which completes the Senfe, and is 
this ; Thou haft neither the Plcafure of enjoying Riches thyfelf, for 
thou wanteft Vigour : Nor of feeing it enjoyed by others, for thou 
wanteft Bounty. Where the making the Want of Bounty as insepara- 
ble from old Age as the Want of Jfr«/M, is extremely fatirical tho' 
not altogether juft. 

To 
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To make thy riches pleafant. What's yet in this, 
That bears the name of life? yet in this life 
Lie hid more thoufand deaths; yet death we fear, 
That makes thefe odds all even. 

Claud. I humbly thank you. 
To fue to live, I find, I feek to die ; 
And, feeking death, find life : let it come on. 

Enter Ifabella. 

Jfab. What, ho? peace here, grace and good com- 
pany ! 

Prov. Who's there ? come in : the wilh deferves a 
welcome. 

Duke. Dear Sir, ere long Fll vifit you again. 

Claud. Moft holy Sir, I thank you. 

Jfab. My Bufinefs is a word, or two, with Claudio. 

Prov. And very welcome. Look, Signior, here's 
your fifter. 

Duke. Provqfl, a word with you. 

Prov. As many as you pleafe. 

Duke. Bring them to fpeak where I may be con* 
ceal'd, 
Yet hear them. [Exeunt Duke and Proved. 

SCENE II. 

Claud. V[ O W, fifter, what's the comfort ? 

1AI Jfab. Why, as all comforts are; moft good 
in Deed : 
Lord Angelo, having affairs to heav'n, f 

Intends you for his fwift ambaflador; 
Where you fliall be an everlafting leiger. 
Therefore your beft appointment make with fpeed, 
To-morrow you fet on. 

Claud. Is there no remedy ? ' 
\fab. None, but fuch remedy, as, to fave a head, 
To cleave a heart in twain. 

Claud. 
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Claud. But is there any? 

Ifab. Yes, brother, you may live : 
There is a devilifh mercy in the judge, 
If you'll implore it, that will free your life, 
But fetter you 'till death. 

Claud. Perpetual durance ? 

Ifab. Ay, juft; perpetual durance ; a reftraint, 
Tho' all the world's vaftidity you had, 
To a determin'd fcope. 

Claud. But in what nature? 

Ifab. In fuch a one, as you, confenting to 1 !, 
Would bark your honour from that trunk you bear, 
And leave you naked. 

Claud. Let me know the point. 

Ifab. Oh, I do fear thee, Claudio ; and I quake, 
Left thou a fev'rous life fhould'ft entertain, 
And fix or feven Winters more refpeft 
Than a perpetual Honour. Dar'ft thou die? 
The fenfe of death is moft in apprehenfion ; 
And the poor Beetle, that we tread upon, 
In corpVal fufFerance finds a pang as great, 
As when a giant dies. 

Claud. Why give you me this fhame? 
Think you, I can a refolution fetch 
From flow'ry tendernefs ? if I, muft die, 
I will encounter darknefs as a bride, 
And hug it in mine arms. [grave 

Ifab. There fpake my brother; there my father's? 
Did utter forth a voice. Yes, thou muft die : 
Thou art too noble to conferve a life 
In bafe appliances. This outward- fainted Deputy, 
Whofe fettled vifage and delib'rate word 
Nips youth i'th' head; and follies doth emmew, % 
As faulcon doth the fowl ; is yet a devil , 
His filth within being caft, he would appear 
A pond as deep as hell. 

Claud. 
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Claud. *The Prieftly Angelo! 

Ifab. Oh, 'tis the cunninglivery of hell, 
The damned'ft body to inveft and cover 
In * Prieftly guards. Doft thou think, Claudio, 
If I would yield him my virginity, 
Thou might'ft be freed? 

Claud. Oh, heavens ! it cannot be. 

Ifab. Yes, he would give thee for this rank offence, 
So to offend him ftill. This night's the time- 
That I mould do what I abhor to name, 
Or elfe thou dy'ft to-morrow. 

Claud. Thou {halt not do"t. 
- Ifab. Oh, were it but my life, 
I'd throw it down for your deliverance 
As frankly as a pin. 

Claud. Thanks, dear eft Ifab el. 

Ifab. Be ready, Claudio, for your death to-morrow. 

Claud. Yes. Has he affeftions in him, 
That thus can make him bite the law by th' nofe, 
When he wouldforce it ? fure, it is no fin; 
Or of the deadly feven it is the leaft. 

Ifab. Which is the leaft? 

Claud. If it were damnable, he being fo wife, 
Why would he fdr the momentary trick 
Be perdurably fin'd ? oh IJabel I 

Ijab. What fays my brother? 

Claud. Death's a fearful thing. 

Ifab. And framed life a hateful. 

Claud. Ay, but to die, and go we know not 
where ; 
To lie in cold obftrudion, and to rot ; 

* The Princely Angelo? — Princely guards.] Some Editors mistaking 
Guards for Satellites,) whereas it here fighifies Lace) altered Fricflly y 
in both Places, to Princely. Whereas Shake/pear wrote it Prieftly, as 
appears from the Words themfelves. In the firft Place we fee that 
Guards here fignifies Lace, as referring to Livery, and as having no Senfe 
in the Signification of Satellites, Now prieftly Guards means Santfity, 
which h the Senfe required. But princely Guard means nothing but 
rich Lace, which is a Senfe the Paffage will not bear. 

This 
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This fenfible warm motion to become 
A kneaded clod; and the delighted fpirit 
To bathe in fiery floods, or to refide 
In thrilling regions of thick-ribb'd ice ; 
To be imprifon'd in the viewlcfs winds, 
And blown with reftlefs violence round about 
The pendant world ; or to be worfe than worft 
Of thofe, that lawlefs and incertain thoughts 
Imagine howling ; 'tis too horrible ! 
The wearieft and molt loathed worldly life, 
That age, ach, penury, imprisonment 
Can lay on nature, is a paradife 
To what we fear of death. 

Ifab. Alas .'. alas ! 

Claud. Sweet lifter, let me live ; 
What fin you do to fave a brother's life, 
Nature difpenfes with the deed fo far, 
That it becomes a virtue. 

Ifab. Oh, you beaft ! 
Oh, faithlefs coward ! oh, diflioneft wretch ! 
Wilt thou be made a man, out of my vice? 
Is't not a kind of inceft, to take life 
From thine own lifter's fhame ? what fhould I think? 
Heav'n grant, my mother plaid my father fair I 
For fuch a warped flip of wildernefs 
Ne'er iflu'd from his blood. Take my defiance. 
Die, perifli ! might my only bending down 
Reprieve thee from thy fate, it fhould proceed. 
I'll pray a thoufand prayers for thy death ; 
No word to fave thee. 

Gaud. Nay, hear me, Ifabel. 

Ifab. Oh, fie, fie, fie I 
Thy fin's not accidental, but a trade; 
Mercy to thee would prove itfelf a bawd ; 
Tis beft, that thou dy'ft quickly. 

Claud. Oh hear me, Ifabella. 

SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

To them, Enter Duke and Provoft. 

Duke. 'XT OUCHSAFEa word, young fifter; but 
V one word. 

Ifab. What is your will ? 

Duke. Might you difpenfe with your leifure, I 
would by and by have fome fpeech with you ; the 
fatisfa&ion I would require, is likewife your own 
benefit. 

Ifab. I have no fuperfluous leifure; my ftay muft 
be ftolen out of other affairs : but I will attend you 
awliile. 

Duke. Son, I have over-heard what hath paft be- 
tween you and your Sifter. Angelo had never the 
purpofe to corrupt her ; only he hath made an 
afTay of her virtue, to praftife nis judgment with the 
difpofition of natures. She, having the truth of ho- 
nour in her, hath made him that gracious denial, 
which he is moft glad to receive: I am Confeffor to 
Angelo, and I know this to be true ; therefore pre- 
pare yourfelf to death. Do not falfify your refolu- 
tion with hopes that are fallible 5 to-morrow you 
nmfl die ; go to your knees, and make ready. 

Claud. Let me a(k my filler pardon ; I am fo out 
of love with life, that I will fue to be rid of it. 

[Exit Claud* 

Duke. Hold yc»u there ; farewel. Frovojl, a word 
with you. 

Prov. What's your will, father ? 

Duke. That now you are come, you will be gone ; 
leave me a while with the maid : my mind promifes 
"with my habit, no lofs fhall touch her by my com- 
pany. 

Prov. In good time. [Exit Prov. 

Duke. The hand, that hath made you fair, hath 

made 
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made you good; the goodnefs, that is cheap in 
beauty, makes beauty brief in goodnefs ; but grace, 
being the foul of your complexion, mail keep the 
body of it ever fair. The aflault, that Angelo hath 
made on you, fortune hath convey'd to my under- 
standing; and but that frailty hath examples for his 
falling, I mould wonder at Angelo : how will you do 
to content this Subftitute, and to faveyour brother? 

Ifab. I am now going-to refolvehim: I had rather 
my brother die by the law, than my fon fhould be 
unlawfully born. But, oh, how much is the good 
Duke deceiv'd in Angelo? if ever he return, and I can 
fpeak to him, I will open my lips in vain, or difco- 
ver his Government. 

Duke. That (hall not be much amifs ; yet as the 
matter now flands, he will avoid your accufation ; 
he made trial of you only. Therefore fallen your 
ear on my advifings: to the love I have in doing 
good, a remedy prefents itfelf. I do make myfelf be- 
lieve, that you may moft uprightly doapoqr wronged 
lady a merited benefit; redeem your brother from 
the angry law; do no (lain to your own gracious 
perfonj and much pleafe the abfent Duke, if, per- 
adventure, he (hall ever return to have hearing of 
this bufinefs. 

Ifab. Let me hear you fpeak farther; I have fpi- 
rit to do any thing, that appears not foul in the 
truth of my fpirit. 

Duke. Virtue is bold, and Goodnefs never fearful: 
have you not heard fpeak of Mariana, the filler of 
Frederick, the great foldier who mifcarried at fea? 

Ifab. I have heard of the lady, and good words 
went with her name. 

Duke. Her mould this Angelo have marry'd; was 
affianc'd to her by oath, and the nuptial appointed ; 
between which time 6f the contract, and limit of 
the folemnity, her brother Frederick was wreckt at 
fea, having in that perinYd veffel the dowry of his 

filler. 
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fifler. But mark, how heavily this befel to the poor 
gentiewontan ; there fhe loft a noble and renowned 
brother, in his love toward her ever moft kind and 
natural ; with him the portion and finew of her for- 
tune, her marriage-dowry; with both, her combi- 
nate hufband, this well-feeming Angelo. 

Jfab. Can this be fo? did Angelo fo leave her? 

Duke. Left her in tears, and dry'd not one of them 
with his comfort; fwallow'd his vows whole, pre- 
tending, in her, difcoveries of difhonour : in few, be- 
flow'd her on her own lamentation, which fhe yet 
wears for his fake ; and he, a marble to her tears, 
is warned with them, but relents not. 

Jfab. What a merit were it in death to take this 
poor maid from the world I what corruption in this 
life, that it will let this man live! but how out of 
this can fhe avail? 

Duke. It is arupture that you may eafily heal ; and 
the cure of it not only faves your brother, but keeps 
you from difhonour in doing it. 

Jfab. Shew me how, good father. 

Duke. This fore-nam'd maid hath yet in her the 
continuance of her firft affe&ion ; hisunjuft unkind- 
nefs., (that in all reafon mould have quenched her 
love,) hath, like an impediment in the current, made 
it more violent and unruly. Go you to Angelo, an- 
fwer his requiring with a plaufible obedience; agree 
with his demands to the point; only refer yourfelf 
to this advantage : firft, that your ftay with him may 
not be long ; that the time may have all fhadow and 
filence in it; and the place anfwer to convenience. 
This being granted, in courfe now follows all : we 
(hall advife this wronged maid to ftead up your ap- 
pointment, go in your place ; if the encounter ac- 
knowledge itfelf hereafter, it may compel him to her 
recompence; and here by this is your brother faved, 
your Honour untainted, the poor Mariana advan- 
taged, and $he corrupt Deputy fcaled. . The maid 

will 
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will I frame, and make fit for his attempt : if you 
think well to carry this as you may, the doublenefs 
of the benefit defends the deceit from reproof. What 
think you of it ? 

Jfab. The image of it gives me content already, 
and, I truft, it will grow to a moil profperous per- 
fection. 

Duke. It lies much in your holding up; hafte you 
fpeedily to Angelo; if for this night he intreat you 
to his bed, give him promife of fatisfa&ion. I will 
prefently to St. Luke* ; there at the moated Grange 
refides this deje&ed Mariana; at that place call upon 
me, and difpatch with Angelo^ that it may be quickly. 

Ifab. I thank you for this comfort : fare you well, 
good father. [Exeunt feveraliy. 

S C E N E IV. 

Changes to the Street. 

Re-enter Duke as a Friar^ Elbow, Clown,, and Officers t 

Elb. \T AY, if there be no remedy for it, but that 
jL^I you will needs buy and fell men and women 
like beads, we {hall have all the world drink brown 
and white * baftard. 

Duke, Oh, heav'ns! what fluff is here? 

Clown. 'Twas never merry world fincc of two ufu- 
rics the merrieft was put down, t and the worfer al- 
low'd by order of law. * * * a furr'd gown to keep 

* baftard.] A Kind of fweet Wine then much in Vogue. From 
the Italian, Baftardo, 

t — and the worfer allow' d by order of law, Afurrd gown, 8cc] Here 
a Satire on Ufury turns abruptly to a Satire on the Perfon of the 
Ufurer, without any Kind of Preparation. We may be allured then, 
that a Line or two, at lcaft, have been loft. The Subject of which 
we may eauly difcovcr, a Comparifon between the two Ufurers ; 
as, before, between die two Ufuries. So that for the Future the 
Paflagc fhould be read with Alterifks thus— by order of law. *** a 
furr'd gown, 8tc. 

him 



v 

Meafurcfar Mcafure. 4g 

Mm warm, and furr'd with fox and lamb-fkins too, 
to fignify, that craft, being richer than innocency, 
ftands for the facing. 

Elb. Come your way, Sir: blefs you, good father 
Friar. 

Duke. And you, good brother father; what offence 
hath this man made you, Sir? 

Elb. Marry, Sir, he hath offended the law; and, 
Sir, we take him to be a Thief too. Sir; for we have 
found upon him, Sir, a flrange pick-lock, which we 
have fent to the Deputy. 

Duke Fie, Sirrah, a bawd, a wicked bawd ! 
The evil that thou caufeft to be done, 
That is thy means to live. Doft thou but think, 
What 'tis to cram a maw, or clothe a back, 
From fuch a filthy vice? fay to thyfelf, 
From their abominable and beaflly touches 
I drink, I eat, array myfelf, and live. 
Canft thou believe thy living is a life, 
So ftinkingly depending ! go mend, mend. 

Clown. Indeed, it doth ftink in fome fort,' Sir; but 
yet, Sir, I would prove 

Duke. Nay, if the devil have giv'n thee proofs for 
fin, 
Thou wilt prove his. Take him to prifon, officer; 
Corre&ion and inftruftion muft both work, 
Ere this rude beaft will profit. 

Elb. He muft before the Deputy, Sir; he has given 
him warning; the Deputy cannot abide a whore- 
niafter ; if he be a whore-monger, and comes before 
him, he were as good go a mile on his errand. 

Duke. That we were all, as fome would feem lobe, 
ftee from all faults, as faults, from feeming, free ! 
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S C E N E V. 

Enter Lucio. 

Elb. T T I S neck, will come to your wafte, a cord, Sir; 
11 Clown. I fpy comfort : I cry, bail : here's 
a gentleman, and a friend of mine. 

Lucio. How now, noble Pompey ? what, at the 
wheels of Cafar? art thou led in triumph? what, is 
there none of Pigmalions images, newly made wo- 
man, to be had now, for putting the hand in the 
pocket, and extracting it clutch'd? what reply ? ha ? 
what fay'ft thou to this tune, matter and method? 
* It's not down i'th' laft reign. Ha? what fay'ft 
thou, trot? is the world as it wasi, man? which is 
the way ? is it fad and few words? or how? the trick 
of it? 

Duke. Still thus and thus ; ftill worfe ? 

Lucio. How doth my dear morfel, thy iniftrefs ? 
procures me ftill ? ha ? 

Clown. Troth, Sir, (he hath eaten up all her beef, 
and me is herfelf in the tub. 

Lucio. Why, 'tis good ; it is the right of it ; it muft 
be fo. Ever your frefli whore, and your powder'd 
bawd ; an uninunn'd c on fe que nice, it muft be fo. 
Art going to prifon, Pompey* 

Clown. Yes, faith, Sir. 

Lucio. Why, 'tis not amifs, Pompey: farewel: go, 
fay, I fent thee thither for debt, Pompey; or how — 

Elb. For being a bawd, for being a bawd. 

Lucio. Well, then imprifon him ; if imprifonment 
be the due of a bawd, why, 'tis his Right. Bawd is 
he, doubtlefs, and of antiquity too ; bawd born. 
Farewel, good Pompey: commend me to the prifon, 

* 1st not Drownd lih" laft Rain?] This Grange Nonfenfc 
fhould be, thus correfted, It's not down itK laft Reign, i. e. thefe 
are Severities unknown to the old Duke's Time. And this is to 
the Purpofe. 

Pompey z 
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fompey; you will turn good hufband now, Pompey; 
you will keep the houfe. 

C/<W7iJhope,Sir,yourgoodWormipwillbemybail. 

Lucio. No, indeed, will I not, Pompey; it is not the 
wear ; I will pray, Pompey, to encreafe your bon- 
dage: if you take it not patiently, why, your mettle 
is the more : adieu, trufty Pompey. Blefs you, Friar. 

Duke. And you. 

Lucio. Does Bridget paint ftill, Pompey? ha? 

Elb* Come your ways, Sir, come. 

Clown. You will not bail me then, Sir? 

Lucio. Then, Pompey, nor now. What news abroad, 
Friar? what news ? 

Elb. Gome your ways, Sir, come. 

Lucio. Go to kennel, Pompey, go, 

[Exeunt Elbow, Clown and Officers* 

SCENE VI. 

'What news, Friar^ of the Duke ? 

Duke. I know none: can you tell me of any? 

Lucio. Some fay, he is with the Emperor of Ruffia ; 
•other Some, he is ixxRome : but where is he, think you ? 

Duke. I know not where; but wherefoever, I wifh 
iiim well. 

Lucio. It was a mad fantaftical trick of him to ileal 
from the State, and ufurp the beggary he was 
never born to. Lord Angelo dukes it well in his ab- 
ftnce; he puts Tranfgreflion to't. 

Duke. He does well in't. 

Lucio. A little more lenity to leachery would do no 
harm in him ; fomething too crabbed that way, Friar. 

Duke. * It is too gentle a vice, and fe verity muft 
cure it. 

* It is too general a Vice,} The Occafion of the Obfervation wa§ 
■LuciVs faying, that it ought to be treated with a little more Lenity; 

and his Anfwer to it is, Tke Vice is of great Kindred. From the 

"Occafion, and the Anfwer, therefore, it appears, that Shakejpear 
wrote, — // j'j t 0Q gentle a vice,— which (ignifying both indulgent and 
w// bred, Lucio humouroufly tak.es it in the latter Senfe. 

D 2 Duke. 
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Lucio. Yes, in good footh, the vice is of a great 
kindred ; it is well ally'd ; but it is impoflible to ex- 
tirp it quite, Friar, ""till eating and drinking be put 
down. They fay, this Angelo was not made by man 
and woman after the downright way of creation; is 
it true, think you ? 

Duke. How mould he be made then? 

Lucio. Some report, a fea-maid fpawn'd him. 
Some, that he was got between two flock-fifiies. But 
it is certain, that when he makes water, his urine is 
congeal' d ice ; that I know to be true : and he is a 
motion ungenerative, that's infallible. 

Duke. You are pleafant, Sir, and fpeak apace. 

Lucio. Why, what a ruthlefs thing is this in him, 
for the rebellion of a cod-piece to take away the life 
of a man? would the Duke, that is abfent, have done 
this ? ere he would have hang'd a man for the get- 
ting a hundred baftards, he would have paid for the 
nurfing a thoufand. Hehadfome feeling of the fport, 
he knew the fervice, and that inftrufted him to mercy. 

Duke. I never heard the abfent Duke much de- 
tected for women; he was not inclined that way. 

Lucio. Oh, Sir, you are deceived. 

Duke. Tis not poflible. 

Lucio. Who, not the Duke? yes, your beggar of 
fifty; and his ufe was, to put a ducket in her clack- 
dim ; the Duke had crotchets in him. He would be 
drunk too, that let me inform you. 

Duke. You do him wrong, furely. 

Lucio. Sir, I was an inward of his< a fliy fellow 
was the Duke; and, I believe, I know the caufe of 
his withdrawing. 

Duke. What, pr'ythee, might be the caufe ? 

Lucio. No: pardon: 'tis a fecret muft be lockt 
within the teeth and the* lips ; but this I can let you 
underftand, the greater file of the fubjeft held the 
Duke to be wife. 

Duke P 
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Duke. Wife? why, no queftion, but he was. 

Lucio. A very fuperficial, ignorant, unweighing 
fellow. 

Duke. Either this is envy in you, folly, or miftak- 
ing: the very ftream of his life, and the bufinefs he 
hath helmed, muft, upon a warranted Need, giv6 him 
a better proclamation. Let him be but teftimonied 
in his own bringings forth, and he lhall appear to 
the envious, a fcholar, a ftatefman, and a foldier. 
Therefore, you fpeak unfldlfully; or if your know- 
ledge be more, it is much darkdn'd in your malice. 

Lucio. Sir, I know him, and I love him. 

Duke. Love talks with better knowledge, and know- 
ledge with dearer love. 

Lucio. Gome, Sir, I know what I know. 

Duke. I can hardly believe that, fince you know 
not what you fpeak. But if ever the duke return, 
as our prayers are he may, let me defire you to make 
your anfwer before him : if it be honeft you have 
fpoke, you have courage to maintain it; I am bound 
to call upon you, and, I pray you, your name ? 

Lucio. Sir, my name is Lucio, well known to the 
duke. 

Duke. He mall know you better, Sir, if I may live 
to report you. 
. Lucio. I fear you not. 

Duke. O, you hope, the duke will return no more ; 
or you imagine me too unhurtful an oppofite ; but, 
indeed, I can do you little harm: you'll forf wear 
this again? 

Lucio. I'll be hang'd firft: thou art deceiv'd in 
me, Friar. But no more of this. Canft thou tell, 
if Claudio die to-morrow, or no ? 

Duke. Why mould he die, Sir? 

Lucio. Why? for filling a bottle with a tun-difli: 
I would, the duke, we talk of, were return'd again; 
this ungenitur'd agent will unpeople the province 
with continency. Sparrows muft not build in his 

D 3 houfe- 
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houfe-eaves, becaufe they arc leacherous. The duke- 
yet would have dark deeds darkly anfwered; he would 
never bring them to light ; would he were return'df 
Marry, this Claudia is condemned for untrufEng. Fare- 
wel, goodFridr; I pry' thee, pray for me: the duke, 
I fay to thee again, would eat mutton on Fridays. 
He's not paft it yet ; and I fay to thee, he would 
mouth with a beggar, tho* 1 flie {melt of brown bread 
and garlic : fay, that I faid fo, farewel- [Exit* 

Duke. No might nor greatnefs in mortality 
Can cenfure fcape: back-wounding calumny 
The whiteft virtue ftrikes. What king.fo ftrong, 
Gan tie the gall up in the fland'rous tongues? 
But who comes here? 

SCENE VII. 

Enter Efcalus, Provoft, Bawd, and Officers. . 

EfcaL f~\ O, away with her to prifon, 

VJ Bawd. Good my lord, be good to me; your 
Honour is accounted a merciful man : good my lord. 

Efcat. Double and treble admonition, and full for- 
feit in the fame kind? this would make * mercy 
fwerve, and play the tyrant. 

Prov. A bawd of eleven years continuance, may 
it pleafe your Honour. 

Bawd. My lord, this is one Lucid* $ information 
againft me : miftrefs Kate Keep-down was with child 
by him in the.duke's time; he promis'd her mar- 
riage; his child is a year and a quarter old, come 
Philip and Jacob : I have kept it myfelf ; and fee, how 
he goes about to abufe me. 

EfcaL JThis fellow is a fellow of much licence; let 
him be call'd before us. Away with her to prifon : 
go to ; no more words, [Exeunt with the Bawd.] Provoft, 
my brother Angelo will not be alter'd; Claudio mull 
die to-morrow : let him be furnifla'd with divines, 

* Mercy fwear.] Wc mould read/wrm, i. e. deviate from her Na- 
ture. The common Reading gives us the Idea of a ranting Whore. 

4 and 
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and have all charitable preparation. If my brother 
wrought by my pity, it mould not be fo with him. 

Pro. So pleafe you, this Friar has been with him, 
and advis a him for the entertainment of death. 

Efcal. Good even, good father. 

Duke. Blifs and goodnefs on you ! 

Efcal. Of whence are you ? 

Duke. Not of this country, tho 1 m*y chance is now 
To ufe it for my time : I am a brother 
Of gracious order, late come from the See 
In fpecial bufinefs from his holinefs. 

Efcal. What news abroad i'th' world? 

Duke. None, but that there is fo great a fever on* 
goodnefs, that the diflblution of it muftcureit. No- 
velty is only in requeft; and it is as dangerous to 
be aged in any kind of courfe, as it is virtuous to be 
conftant in any undertaking. There is fcarce truth- 
enough alive, to make focieties fecure; but fecurity 
enough, to make fellowlhips accurft. Much upon 
this riddle runs the wifdom of the world ; this news 
is old enough, yet it is every day's news. I pray 
you, Sir, of what difpofition was the duke? 

Efcal. One, that, above all other ftrifes, 
Contended fpecially to know himfelf. 

Duke. What plcafure was he giv'n to? 

Efcal. Rather rejoicing to fee another merry, than 
merry at any thing which profeft to make him rejoice. 
A gentleman of all temperance. But leave we him 
to his events, with a prayer they may prove pro fper- 
ous; and let me defire to know, how you find Claudio 
prepared ? I am made to underftand, that you have 
lent him vifitation* 

Duke. He profeffes ta have received no finifter 
meafure from his judge, but moft willingly humbles 
himfelf to the determination of juftice 5 yet had he 
franTd to himfelf, by the inftruftion of his frailty, 
many deceiving promifes of life; which I by my 
goodleifure have difcredited to him, and now is he 
refolv T d to die. D 4 Efial. 
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Efcal. You have paid the heav'ns your funfliorr T 
and the prifoner the very debt of your calling. I 
have labour 1 d for the poor gentleman, to the ex- 
tremeft fhore of my modefty ; but my brother J uftice 
have I found fo fevere, that he hath forc'd me to tell 
him, he is indeed juftice. 

Duke. If his own. life anfwer the ftraitnefs of his 
proceeding, it fhall become him well; wherein if he 
chance to fail, he hath fentencM himfelf. 

EfcaL I am going to vifit the prifoner; fare yoa 
well. . [Exit* 

SCENE VIII. 

Duke. 'VyE AC E be with you! 

JL He, who the fword of heav n will bear. 
Should be as holy as fevere : 
Pattern in himfelf to know, 
Grace to fland, and virtue go ; 
More nor lefs to others paying, 
Than by felf-offences weighing. 
Shame to him, whofe cruel ftriking 
Kills for faults of his own liking I 
.Twice treble (hame on Angelo, 
To weed my vice, and let his grow ! 
Oh, what may man within him hide, 
Tho* angel on the outward fide! --. : . 

How may that likenefs, made in crimes f 
Making practice on the times, 
Draw with idle fpiders" 1 firings 
Moft pond'rous and fubftantial things f 
Craft againft vice I muft apply. 
"With Angelo to night fhall lie 
His old betrothed, but defpis'd; 
So difguife fhall by th'difguis'd 
Pay with falfhood falfe extrading ; 
And perform an old con trading. [Exit. 

ACT 



Meafure for Meafure. 57 

ACT IV. SCENE I. 

A GRANGE, 

Enter Mariana, and Boyjinging. 

SONG. 

g T*A K E, oh, take tkqfe lips away, 

•* That fo fweetly were for/worn ; 
And thqfe eyes, the break of day, 
Lights that do miflead the morn; 
But my kiffes bring again, 
Seals of love, but feat *d in vain. 

Enter Duke. 

Mart. Break off thy fong, and hafle thee quick 
away : 
Here comes a man oF comfort, whofe advice 
Hath often ftilTd my brawling difcontent. 
I cry you mercy, Sir, and well could wiflt, 
You had not found me here fo mufical :* 
Let me excufe me, and believe me fo, 
My mirth is much difpleas'd, but pleas'd my woe. 

Duke. 'Tis good ; tho' mufic oft hath fuch a charm 
To make bad, good; and good provoke to harm. 
I pray you, tell me, hath any body enquir d for me 
here to day? much upon this. time, have I promised 
here to meet. * 

Mari. You have not been enquir'd after: I have 
fate here all day. 

Enter Ifabel. 

Duke. I do conftantly believe you : the time is 
come, even. now. I mail crave your forbearance a lit- 
tle ; may be, I will call upon you anon for fome ad- 
vantage to yourfelf. 

Mari. I am always bound to you. [Exit. 

D5 SCENE 
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SCENE II. 

Duke. T J ERY well met, and welcoipe: 

V What is the news from this good deputy? 

Ifab. He hath a garden circummur'd with brick, 
Whofe weftern fide is with a vineyard backt; 
And to that vineyard is a planched gate, 
That makes his opening with this bigger key: 
This other doth command a little door, 
Which from the vineyard to the garden leads ; 
There, on the heavy middle of the night, 
Have I my promife made to call upon him. 

Duke. But mail you on your knowledge find this 
way? 

Ifab. I've ta'en a due and wary note upon't ; 
With whifp'ring and molt guilty diligence. 
In aftion all of precept, he did mew me 
The way twice o'er. 

Duke. Are there no other tokens 
Between you 'greed, concerning her obfervance ? 

Ifab. No: none, but only a repair i'th' dark; 
And that I have poffeft him, my mod flay 
Can be but brief ; for I have made him know, 
I have a fervant comes with me along, 
That ftays upon me ; whofe perfuafion is, 
I come about my brother. 

Duke. 'Tis well born up. 
I have not yet made known to Mariana 
A word of this. What, hoa ! within ! come forth! 

SCENE III. 

Enter Mariana. 

I pray you be acquainted with this maid ; 
She comes to do you good. 

Ifab. I do defire the like. 

Duke. Do you perfuade yourfelf that Irefped you? 

Mari- 
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Mart. Good Friar, I know you do ; and I have 

found it. 
Duke. Take then this your companion by the hand, 
Who hath a ftory ready for your ear : 
I (hall attend your leifure ; but make hafte ; 
The vaporous night approaches. 
Mari. Wilt pleafe you walk afide? 

[Exeunt Mar. and Ifab. 
Duke. O pla<:e and greatnefs ! millions of faife 
eyes 
Are ftuck upon thee :■ volumes of report' 
Run with thefe falfe and mod contrarious quefts 
Upon thy doings ; thoufand 'fcapes of wit 
Make thee the father of their idle dreams, 
And rack thee in their fancies ! welcome ; how 
agreed ?, 

SCENE IV. 

Re-enter Mariana, and I fab el. 

Ifab. Q H E'L L take the enterprize upon her, father, 
O If you advife it. 

Duke. 'Tis not my content, 
But my in treaty too. 

Ifab. Little have you to fay, 
When you depart from him, but foft and low, 
Remember now my brother. 

Mari. Fear me not. 

Duke. Nor, gentle daughter, fear you not at all ; 
He is your hufband on a pre-contracl ; 
To bring you thus together, 'tis no fin; 
Sith that the juftice of your title to him 
Doth flourilh the deceit. Come, let us go; 
Our corn's to reap; *for yet our tilth's to fow.2sx*u- 

*— for yet our tythe's lofow.] It muft be Tilth; that is our Tillage 
is yet to be made ; our Grain is yet to be put in the Ground ; the 
Projeft, from which we expeft to Profit in. the Iffue, is fliU to be 
put in Hand* Mr. Theobald. 

D6 SCENE 



6o MeaJureforMeafure. 

S C E N E V. 

Changes to the Prifon. 

Enter Provoft and Clown. 

Prov. /^ OME hither, firrah: can yoti cut off a 
V^4 man's head ? 

Clown. If the man be a batchelor, Sir, I can t but 
if he be a marry'd man, he is his wife's head, and I 
can never cut off a woman's head. 

Frov. Come, Sir, leave me your fnatches, and yield 
me a direft anfwer. To-morrow morning are to die 
Claudio and Barnardine : here is in our prifon a com- 
mon executioner, who in his office lacks a helper ; 
if you will take it on you to aflifthim, it mail redeem 
you from your gyves : if not, you mail have your 
full time of imprisonment, and your deliverance with 
an unpitied whipping ; for you have been a noto- 
rious bawd. 

Clown. Sir, I have been an unlawful bawd, time 
out of mind, but yet I will be content to be a lawful 
hangman : I would be glad to receive fome inftruc- 
tion from my fellow-partner. 

Prov. What hoa, Abhor/on! where's Abhor/on, there? 

Enter Abhorfon. 

Abhor. Do you call, Sir? 

Prov. Sirrah, here's a fellow will help you to-mor- 
row in your execution; if you think it meet, com- 
pound with him by the year, and let him abide here 
with you •, if not, ufe him for the prefent, and difmifs 
him. He cannot plead his eftimation with you* he 
hath been a bawd. 

Abhor. A bawd, Sir ? fie upon him, he will discre- 
dit our miftery. 

Prov. Go to, Sir, you^weigh equally ; a feather 
will turn the fcale. [Exit, 

^ Glown. Pray, Sir, by your good favour; (for,furely, 

Sir $ 
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Sir, a good favour you have, but that you have a hang- 
ing look ;) do you call, Sir. youroccupation a miftery? 

Abhor. Ay, Sir; a miftery. 

Clown. Painting, Sir, I have heard fay, is a miftery 
and your whores, Sir, being members of my occu- 
pation, ufing painting, do prove my occupation a 
miftery : but what miftery there fhould be in hang* 
ing, if I ftiould be hang'd, I cannot imagine. 
rf£ t lffClown* Sir. it is a miftery. 

a Abhor. Proof. 

[Y?*f l Clown. Every true man's apparel fits your thief. If 
it be too little for your thief, your true man thinks 
it big enough. If it be too big for your thief, your 
thief thinks it little enough; fo every true man's ap- 
parel fits your thief. 

Re-enter Provoft. 

Prov. Are you agreed? 

Clown. Sir, I will ferve himr for I do find, your 
hangman is a more penitent trade than your bawd; 
he doth oftner a(k forgivenefs. 

Prov. You, firrah, provide your block and your ax 
to-morrow, four o'clock. 

Abhor. Come on, bawd, I will inftrucT: thee in my 
trade; follow. 

. Clown. I do defire to learn, Sir; and I hope, if 
you have occafion to ufe me for your own turn, you 
ihall find me yare : for, truly, Sir, for your kind- 
nefs I owe you a good turn. [Exit. 

Prov. Call hither Barnardine, and Claudio: 
One has my pity; not a jot the other, 
Being a murth'rer, tho' he were my brother. 

SCENE VI. 

Enter Claudio. 
Look, here's the warrant, Claudio, for thy death; 
'Tis now dead midnight, and by eight to-morrow 
Thou muft be made immortal. Where's Barnardine? 
Claud. As fall look'd up in fleep, as guiltlefs labour 

When 
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When it lies ftarkly in the traveller's bones : 
He'll not awake. 

Prov. Who can do good on him ? 
Well, go, prepare yourfelf. [Exit Claud.] But, hark, 
what noife? [Knock within. 

Heav'n give your fpirits comfort f— by and by; — 
I hope it is fome pardon, or reprieve, 
For thq mod gentle Ciaudio. Welcome, father. 

Enter Duke. 

Duke. The beft and wholefom'ft fpirits of the night 
Invellop you, good Provojll who call'd here of late? 

Prov.. None< fince the curphew rung, 

Duke. Not IJabell . 

Prov. No. 

Duke. They will then, ere't be long* 

Prov. What comfort is for Oaudio ? 

Duke. There is fome in hope. 

Prov. It is a bitter deputy- 

Duke. Not fo, not fo ; his life is paralleled 
Ev'n with the ftroke and line of his great juftice r 
He doth with holy abftinencc fubdue 
That, in himfelf, which hc.fpurs on his pow'r . 
To qualify in others. Where he * meal'd 
With that, which he corrects., then were he tyrannous; 
But this being fo, he's juft. Now they are come. 

[Knock againl Provoft goes out. 
This is a gentle Provoji; feldom, when 
The fteeled goaler is the friend. of men. 
How now ? what noife? that fpirit's poffeft with hafte r 
That wounds th'unrefiftingpoftern with thefe ftrokes. 

Provoft returns. 

Prov. There he muft ftay, until the officer 
Arife to let him in.; he is calTd up. 

Duke. Have you no countermand for Ciaudio yet, 
But he muft die to-morrow ? 

Prov. None, Sir, none. 

* mcaCd.] j. 4. mingled. 

Duke. 
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Duke. As near the dawning, Provojl, as it is, 
You (hall hear more ere morning. 

Prov. Happily, 
You fomething know; yet, I believe, there comes 
No countermand ; no fuch example have we : 
Befides, upon the very fiege of juftice T 
Lord Angelo hath to the public ear 
Profeft the contrary. 

SCENE VII. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Dukes I S HI S is his lprdfhip's man* 

JL Prov. And here comes Claudws pardon. 

Meff. My lord hath fe'nt you this note, and by me 
the further charge, that you fwerve not from the 
fmalleft article of it, neither in time, matter, or other 
circumftance. Good morrow ; for as I take it, it is 
ajmoft day. 

Prov. I fhall obey him. [Exit Mejfenger • 

Duke. This is his pardon, purchased by fuch fin* 
For which the pardoner himfelf is in : 
Hence hath offence his quick celerity, 
"When it is borne in high authority ; 
When vice makes mercy, mercy's fo extended, 
That, for the fault's love, is th' offender friended. 
Now, Sir, what news ? 

Prov. I told you: lord Angelo, be-like, thinking 
me rernifs in mine office, awakens me with this un- 
wonted putting on ; methinks, ftrangely ; for he hath 
not us'd it before. 

Duke. Pray you, let's hear. 

Provoft reads the letter. 

Whatfoever you may hear to the contrary y let CJaudio 
be executed by four of the clock, and in the afternoon Bm- 
nardine: /or rny better fatisfaSion, let me have Claudip's. 

head 
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keadfent me by Jive. Let this be duly performed, with a 

thought that more depends on it than we muft yet deliver* 

Thus fail not to do your office, as you will anfwer it at your 

peril. 

What fay you to this, Sir ? 

Duke. What is that Barnardine, who is to be exe- 
cuted in the afternoon ? 

Prov A Bohemian born ; but here nurft up and 
bred; one, that is a prifoner nine years old. 

Duke. How came it, that the abfentDuke had not 
either deliver'd him 'to his liberty, or executed him? 
I have heard, it was ever his manner to do fo. 

Prov. His friends ftill wrought reprieves for him, 
and, indeed, his fad, 'till now in the government 
of lord Angelo % came not to an undoubtful proof. 

Duke. Is it now apparent ? 

rVw.'Moft manifeft, and not deny'd by himfelf. 

Duke. Hath he born himfelf penitent in prifon ? 
how feems he to be touch'd ? 

Prov. A man that apprehends death no more 
dreadfully, but as a drunken deep ; carelefs, reck- 
lefs, and fearlefs of what's paft, prefent, or to come; 
infenfible of mortality, and defperately mortaL 

Duke. He wants advice, 

Prov. He will hear none ; he hath evermore had 
the liberty of the prifon : give him leave to efcape 
hence, he would not : drunk many times a day, if 
not many days entirely drunk. We have very oft 
awak'd him, as if to carry him to execution, and 
fliew'd him a feeming warrant for it ; it hath not 
xnov'd him at all. 

Duke. More of him anon. There is written in your 
brow, Provqft, honefty and cohftancy; if I read it not 
truly, my ancient fkill beguiles me ; but in the bold- 
nefs of my cunning^ I will lay myfelf in hazard. 
ClaudiO) whom here you have warrant to execute, is 
no greater forfeit to the law than Angelo, who hath 
fentene'd him. To make you understand this in a 

manifefted 
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manifefted effeft, I crave but four days refpite ; for 
the which you are to do me both a prefent and a 
dangerous courtefy. 

Frov. Pray, Sir, in what? 

Duke. In the delaying death. 

Frov. Alack ! how may I do it, having the hour 
limited, and an exprefs command, under penalty, to 
deliver his head in the view of Angelo? I may make 
my cafe as Claudws, to crofs this in the fmalleft. 

Duke. By the vow of mine Order, I warrant you, 
if my inftru&ions may be your guide: let this Bar' 
nardine be this morning executed, and his head borne 
to Angelo. 

Frov. Angelo hath feen them both, and will difco- 
ver the favour. 

Duke. Oh, death's a great difguifer, and you may 
add to it; fliave the head, and tie the beard, and fay 
it was the defire of the penitent to be fo barb'd be- 
fore his death ; you know the courfe is common. If 
any thing fall to you upon this, more than thanks 
and good fortune ; by the Saint whom I profefs, I 
will plead againft it with my life. 

Frov. Pardon me, good father; it is againft my 
oath. 

Duke. Were you fworn to the Duke, or to the 
deputy ? 

Frov. To him, and to his fubftitutes. 

Duke. You will think you have made no offence, if 
the Duke avouch the juftice of your. dealing? 

Frov. But what likelihood is in that ? 

Duke. Not a refemblance, but a certainty. Yetfince 
I fee you fearful, that neither my coat, integrity, nor 
my perfuafion, can with eafe attempt you, I will go 
further than I meant, to pluck all fears out of you. 
Look you, Sir, here is the hand and feal of the Duke; 
you know the character, I doubt not; and the fignet 
is not flrange to you. 

Frov, I know them both. 

Duke. 
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Duke. The contents of this is the return of the Dutev 
you mall anon over-read ij: at your pleafure; where 
you fhall find, within thefe two days he will be here. 
This is a thing, which Angelo knows not,, for he this 
very day receives letters of ftrange tenor; perchance, 
of the Duke's death; perchance, of his entering into- 
fome monaftery ; but, by chance, nothing of what 
is here writ. Look, the unfolding ftar calls up the 
fhepherd; put not yourfelf into amazement how thefe 
things fhould be ; all difficulties are but eafy when 
they are known. Call your executioner, and off 
with Barnardine\ head: I will give him a prefent 
fhrift, and advife him for a better place. Yet you are 
amaz'd, but this fhall abfolutely refolve you. Gome 
away, it is almoft clear dawn. [ExeunU 

SCENE VIIL 

Enter Clown. 

Clown* T Am as well acquainted here, as I was in 
JL our houfe of profeflion ; one would think r 
it were miftrefs Over-done 's own houfe ; for here be 
many of tier old cuftomers. Firft, here's young Mr. 
Rafh ; he's for a commodity of brown pepper and old- 
ginger, ninefcore and feventeen pounds; of which- 
he made five marks ready money : marry, then, gin- 
ger was not much in requeft : for the old women 
were all dead. Then is there here one Mr. Caper, at 
the fuit of mafter Three-Pile the mercer; for fome 
four fuits of peach- colour' d fattin, which now peaches 
him a beggar. Then have we here young Dizzy ; 
and young Mr. Deep-vow, and Mr. Copper-fpur 9 and 
mafter Starve-lacky the rapier and dagger-man, and 
young Drop-heire that kill'd lufty Pudding, and Mr. 
Forthright the tilter, and brave Mr. Shooter the great 
traveller, and wild Half-canne that ftabb'd Pots, and, 
I think, forty more; all great doers in our trade, 
and are now in for the Lord's fake. 

Enter 
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Enter Abhorfon. 

Abhor. Sirrah, bring Bar nar dint hither. 

Clown. Mafter Barnardine, you muft rife and be 
hang'd, mafter Barnardine. 

Abhor. What, hoa, Barnardine! 

Barnar. [within.] A pox o 1 your throats; who 
makes that noife there ? what are you ? 

Clown. Your friend, Sir, the hangman : you muft 
be fo good, Sir, to rife, and be put to death. 

Barnar. [within.] Away, you rogue, away ; I am 
fleepy. 

Abhor. Tell him, he muft awake, and that quickly 
too. 

Clown. Pray, mafter Barnardine, awake 'till you are 
executed, and fleep afterwards. 

Abhor. Go in to him, and fetch him out. 

Clown. He is coming, Sir, he is coming; I heat 
the ftraw ruftle. 

Enter Barnardine* 

Abhor. Is the ax upon the block* .Sirrah? 

Clown. Very ready, Sir. 

Barnar. How now, Abhorfon? what's the news 
with you? 

Abhor. Truly, Sir* I would defire you to clap into 
your prayers : for, look you, the warrant's come. 

Barnar. You rogue, I have been drinking all night, 
I am not fitted for't. 

Clown. Oh, the better, Sir ; for he that drinks all 
night, and is hang'd betimes in the morning, may 
fleep the founder all the next day. 

Enter Duke. 

Abhor. Look you, Sir, iiere comes your ghoftly 
father ; do we jeft now, think you ? 

Duke. Sir, induced by my charity, and hearing how 
haftily you are to depart, I am come to advife you,, 
comfort you, and pray with you* 

Barnar. 
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Barnar. Friar, not I : I have been drinking hard 
all night, and I will have more time to prepare, me, 
or they (hall beat out my brains with billets : I will 
not confent to die this day,' that's certain. 

Duke. Oh, Sir, you mult; and therefore, I befeech 
you, look forward on the journey you (hall go. 

Barnar. I fwear, I will not die to day for any man's 
perfuafion. 

Luke. But hear you, 

Barnar. Not a word : if you have any thing to fay 
to me, come to my ward; for thence will not I to 
day. [Exit. 

SCENE IX. 

Enter Provoft. 

Duke. T TNFIT to live, or die: oh, gravel heart! 
KJ After him, fellows : bring him to the block. 

Prov* Now, Sir, how do you find the prifoner? 

Duke. A creature unprepar'd, unmeet for death; 
And, to tranfport him in the mind he is, 
Were damnable. 

Prov. Here in theprifon, father, 
There dy'd this morning of a cruel fever 
One Ragozine, a moft notorious pirate, 
A man of Claudes years ; his beard, and head, 
Juft of his colour: What if we omit 
This reprobate, 'till he were well inclin'd ; 
And fatisfy the deputy with the vifage 
Of Ragozine, more like to Claudio ? 

Duke; O, 'tis an accident, that heav'n provides : 
Difpatch it prefently ; the hour draws on 
Prefixt by Angelo : fee, this be done, 
And fent according to command ; while I ■ 
Perfuade this rude wretch willingly to die, 

Prov. This fhall be done, good father, prefently : 
But Barnardine mult die this afternoon: 
And how (hall we continue Claudio, 

To 
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To fave me from the danger that might come, 
If he were known alive ? 

Duke. Let this be done; 
Put them in fecret holds, both Bar nar dine and Claudio: 
Ere twice the fun hath made his journal greeting 
To th' under generation, you ihall find 
Your fafety maniiefted. 

Ptov. I am your free dependant. 

Duke. Quick, difpatch, and fend the head to Angela. 

[Exit Provoft. 
Now will I write letters to Angelo^ 
(The Prpvojt, he Ihall bear them; ) whofe contents 
"Shall witnefs to him, I am near at home; 
And that, by great injunctions, I am bound 
To enter publicly: him Fll defire 
To meet me at the confecrated fount, 
A league below the city ; and from thence, 
By cold gradation and weal-balanced form, 
We fhall proceed with Angelo. 

Enter Provoft. 

Prov. Here is the head, I'll carry it myfelf. 

Duke. Convenient is it: make a fwift return; 
For I will commune with you of fuch things, 
That want no ears but yours. 

Prov. Fll make all fpeed. [Exit* 

Jfab. [within.] Peace, hoa, be here ! 

Duke. The tongue oilfabel. — She comes to know, 
Jf yet her brother's pardon be come hither : 
But I will keep her ign'rant of her good, 
To make her heav'nly comforts of defpair, 
When it is lead expedted. 

scene x. 

Enter Ifabel. 

ijab. TTOA, by your leave. 

JLX Duke. Good morning to you, fair and 
gracious daughter. lfab. 
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Ifab. The better, giv'n me by fo holy a man : 
Hath yet the deputy fent my brother's pardon? 

Duke. He hathreleas'd him, Ifabel, from the world-; 
His head is off, and fent to Angela. 

Ifab. Nay, but it is not fo. 

Duke. It is no other. 
Shew your wifdom, daughter, in yourclofeft patience* 

Ifab. Oh, I will to him, and pluck out his eyes. 

Duke. You fhall not be admitted to his fight. 

Ifab. Unhappy Claudio! wretched lfabel! 
Injurious world ! moft damned Angelo ! 

Duke. This nor hurts him, nor profits you a jot : 
Forbear it therefore, give your caufe to heav'n : 
Mark, what I fay ; which you fhall furely find 
By ev'ry fyllable a faithful verity. 
The Duke comes home to-morrow ; dry your eyes; 
One of our convent, and his confeffor, 
Gives me this inftancc : already he hath carry' d 
Notice to Efcalus and Angelo, 

Who do prepare to meet him at the gates, [wifdom 
There to give up their pow'r. If you can, pace youx 
In that good path that I would wifh it go, 
And you fhall have your bofom on this wretch, 
Grace of the Duke, revenges to your heart, 
And general honour. 

Ifab. Ira directed by you. 

Duke. This letter then to Friar Titer give; 
'Tis That he fent me of the Duke's return : 
•Say, by this token, I defire his company 
At Mariana 's houfe to night. Her caufe and yours 
I'll perfect him withal, and he fhall bring you 
Before the Duke, and to the head of Angelo 
Accufe him home, and home. For my poor felf, 
I am combined £>y a facred vow, 
And fhall be abfent. Wend you with this letter: 
Command thefe fretting waters from your eyes 
With a light heart ; truft not my holy Order, 
If I pervert your courfe. Who's here? 

SCENE 
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SCENE XI. 

Enter Lucia. 

Lucio. f^ OO D even; 

VT Friar, where's the Provojl? 

Duke. Not within, Sir. 

Lucio. Oh, pretty Ifabella, I am pale at mine heart, 
to fee thine eyes fo red-, thou muft be patient ; I am 
fain to dine and fup with water and bran*, I dare 
-not for my head fill my belly: one fruitful meal 
would fet me to't. But they fay the Duke will be 
here to-morrow. By my troth, Ifabel, I lov'd thy 
brother : if the old fantaftical Duke of dark corners 
had been at home, he had liv'd. [Exit Ifabella. 

Duke. Sir, the Duke is marvellous little beholden 
to your reports; but the beft is, he lives not in them. 

Lucio. Friar, thou knoweft not the Duke fo well 
;as I do ; he's a better woodman, than thou tak'ft 
him for. ^ 

Duke. Well ; ycmll anfwer this one day. Fare ye 
-well. 

Lucio. Nay, tarry, Fll go along with thee : I can 
-tell thee pretty tales of the Duke. 

Duke. You have told me too many of him already, 
Sir, if they be true; if not true, none were enough. 

Lucio. I was once before him for getting a wench 
with child. 

Duke. Did you fuch a thing ? 

Lucio. Yes, marry, did I; but I was fain to for- 
fwear it ; they would elfe have marry 'd me to the 
rotten medlar. 

Duke. Sir, your company is fairer than honeft : reft 
you well.- 

Lucid. By my troth, Fll go with thee to the lane's 
«nd : if bawdy talk offend you, we'll have very little 
sof it; nay, Friar, I am a kind of bur, I fhall ftick. 

[Exeunt* 

scene; 
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SCENE XII. 

Changes to the Palace. 
Enter Angelo and Efcalus. 

FJcal.Tf VERY letter, he hath writ, hath difvouch'd 
XL other. 

Aug. In mod uneven and diflxaded manner. His 
afiions (hew much like to madnefs: pray heav'n, his 
wifdom be not tainted! and why meet him at the 
gates, and deliver our authorities there ? 

EJcaL I guefs not. 

Ang. And why mould we proclaim it in 'an hour 
before his entering, that if any crave redrefs of injuf- 
tice, they mould exhibit their petitions in the ftreet? 

Efcal, He Ihews his reafon for that ; to have a dif- 
patch of complaints, and to deliver us from devices 
hereafter, which fliall then have no power to ftand 
a gain ft us. 

Ang. Well ; I befeech you, let it be proclaimed 
betimes i'th' morn : FU call you at your houfe : give 
notice to fuch men of fort and fuit, as are to meet 
him. 

Efcal. I (hall, Sir: fare you well, [Exit. 

Ang. Good night. 
This deed unfhapes me quite, makes me unpregnant, 
And dull to all proceedings. A defloured maid ! 
And by an eminent body, that enfore'd 
The law againft it ! but that her tender (ha me 
Will not proclaim againft her maiden lofs, 
How might fhe tongue me? yet reafon dares her No. 
For my authority bears a credent bulk ; 
That no particular fcandal once can touch, 
feut it confounds the breather. He mould have liv"d, 
Save that his riotous youth, with dangerous fenfe, 
Might in the times to come have ta'en revenge; 
By fo receiving a dilhonour'd life, 

With 
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With ranfom of fuch fhame. 'Would yet, he had 

livd! 
Alack, when once our grace we have forgot, 
Nothing goes right; we would, and we would not. 

[Exit. 

SCENE XIII. 

Changes to the Fields without the Town. 

Enter Duke in his Vwn habit, and Friar Peter. 

Duke. r in HE SE letters at fit time deliver me. 

X The Provqfl knows our purpofe, and our 
plot: 
The matter being afoot, keep your inflrfu&ion, 
And hold you ever to our fpecial drift ; 
Tho' fometimes you do blench from this to that, 
As caufe doth minifler : go, call at Flavins* houfe, 
And tell him, where I ftay ; give the like notice 
Unto VaUntius, Rowland, and to Craffus, 
And bid them bring the trumpets to the gate : 
But fend me Bavins firft. 

Peter. It (hall be fpeeded well. [Exit Friar. 

Enter Varrius. 

Duke. I thank thee, Varrius ; thou haft made good 
hafte: 
Come, we will walk. There's other of our friends 
Will greet us her$ anon, my gentle Varrius* [Exeunt. 

SCENE XIV. 

Enter Ifabella and Mariana. 

Ifdb. 'TH O fpeak fo indirectly, I am loth: 

- A Td fay the truth ; but to accufe him fo, 
That is your part; yet I 'm advis'd to do it, 
He fays, to vail full purpofe. 

Atari. Be.ruTd by him. 

Vol. II. E Ifab. 
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Ifab. Befides, he tells me, that if peradventure 
He fpeak againft me on the adverfe fide, 
I fhould not think it ftrange ; for 'tis a phyfic, 
That's bitter to iweet end. 

Mart. I would, Friar Peter 

Ifab. Oh, peace ; the Friar is come. 

Enter Peter. 

Peter. Come, I have found you out aftand moft fit, 
Where you may have fuch vantage on the Duke, 
He fliall not pafs you. Twice have the trumpets 

founded : 
The generous and graveft citizens 
Have hent the gates, and very near upon 
The Duke is entring: therefore hence, away.[£x*tml. 

ACT V. SCENE I. 

A public Place near the City. 

Enter Duke, Varrius, Lords, Angelo, Efcalus, Lucio, 

and Citizens atfeveral Doors. 

Duke. 

MY very worthy coufin, fairly met; 
Our old and faithful friend, we're glad to fee 
you. 
Ang* 4x Efcal. Happy return be to your royal 

Grace ! 
Duke. Many and hearty thanks be to you both : 
W 'e made enquiry of you, and we hear 
Such goodnefs of your jufUce, that our foul 
Cannot but yield you forth to public thanks, 
Forerunning more requital. 

Ang. You make my bonds ftill greater. 

Dule. 
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.Duke Oh, yourdefert fpeaks loud; and I fliould 
wrong it, 
To lock it in the wards of covert bofom, 
When it deferves with characters of brafs 
A forted refidence, 'gainft the tooth of time, 
And razure of oblivion- Give me your hand. 
And let the fubjefls fee, to make them know 
That outward courtefies would fain proclaim 
Favours that keep within. Come, Efcalus; 
You muft walk by us on our other hand : 
And good fupporters are you.[As the Duke is going out. 

S C EN E II. 

EnUr Peter and Ifabella. 

Piter. XJO W is your time : fpeak loud, and kneel 
JLN before him. 

Jfab. Juftice, O royal Duke ! vail your regard 
Upon a wrong'd, Fd fain have faid, a maid : 
Oh, worthy Prince, diflionour not your eye 
By throwing it on any other objed, 
'Till you have heard me in my true complaint, 
And given me' juftice., juftice, juftice, jufiice. 

Duke. Relate your wrongs; in what, by whom? be 
brief : 
Here is lord Angelo fhall give you juftice ; 
Reveal yourfelf to him, 

Ifab. Ohi worthy Duke, 
You bid me feek redemption of the devil : 
Hear me yourfelf, for that which I muft fpeak 
Muft either punifh me, not being believ'd. 
Or wring redrefs from you : oh, hear me, hear me. 

Ang. My lord, her wits, I fear me, are not firm : 
She hath keen a fuitor to me for her brother. 
Cut off by courfe of juftice. 

ifob. Courfe of juftice ! 

Ang. And fhe will fpeak moll bitterly, and ftrange. 

Ea Ifab. 



76 Mcqfuu for Meajurt. 

Ifab. Moft ftrange, but yet moil truly, will I fpeak; 
That Angelo\ forfworn, is it not ftrange ? 
That Angelas a murth'rer, is't not ftrange? 
That Angelo is an adult'rous thief, 
An hypocrite, a virgin-violater ; 
Is it not ftrange, and ftrange? 

Duke, Nay, it is ten times ftrange. 

Ifab, It is not truer he is Angelo, 
Than this is all as true, as it is ftrange : 
Nay, it is ten times truer ; for truth is truth 
To th' end of reckoning. 

Duke. Away with her : poor foul, 
She fpeaks thi^ in th* infirmity of fe[nfe. 

Ifab. O prince, I conjure thee, as thou believ'ft 
There is another comfort than this world, 
That thou negleft me not ; with that opinion 
That I am touch'd with madnefs. Make not im- 

poflible . 
That, which but feems unlike; 'tis not impoflible, 
But one, the wicked'ft caitiff on the ground, •. 
May feem as fhy, as grave, as juft, as abfclute, 
As Angelo; even fo may Angelo, 
In all his dreflings, carats, titles, forms, 
Be an arch-villain: believe it, royal Prince, 
Ifhebelefs, he's nothing; but he's more. 
Had I more name for.badnefs. 

Duke. By mine honefty, 
If me be mad, as I believe no other, 
Her madnefs hath the oddeft frame of fenfe ; 
Such a dependency of thing on thing, 
As e'er I heard in madnefs. 

Ifab. Gracious Duke, 
Harp not on That; nor do not banifli reafon 
For inequality; but let your reafon ferve 
To make the truth appear, where it feems hid ; 
Not hide the falfe, feem£ true. 

Duke. Many, that are not mad, 
Have, fure, more lack of reafon. 
What would you fay? Ifab. 
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Ifab. I am the -finer of one Claudia, 
Condemn 1 d upon the a& of fornication 
To lofe his head ; condemned by Angelo : 
I, in probation of a fifterhood, 
Was lent to by my brother ; one Lucio, 
As then the nreflenger, 

Lucia. That's I, an't like your Grace : 
I came to her from CI audio, and defir'd her 
To try her gracious fortune with lord Angelo, 
For her poor brother's pardon. 

Ifab. That's he, indeed. 

Duke. You were not bid to fpeak* [laLucio. 

Lucio. No, my good lord, nor wilh'd to hold my 
peace. 

Duke. I wifh you now then ; 
Pray, you, take note of it : and when you have 
A bufinefs for yourfelf; pray heav'n, you then 
Be perfect. 

Lucio. I warrant your Honour. 

Duke. The warrant's for yourfelf; take heed to't. 

Ifab. This gentleman told fomewhat of my tale. 

iAicio. Right. 

Duke. It may be right, but you are in the wrong 
To fpeak before your time. Proceed. 

Ifab. I went 
To this pernicious caitiff Deputy. 

Duke. That's fomewhat madly fpoken. 

Ifab. Pardon it: 
The phrafe is to the matter. 

Duke. Mended again : the matter ;— proceed* 

Ifab. In brief; (to fet the needlefs Procefs by, 
How I pcrfuaded, how I prayed and kneel'd, 
How he repeird me, and how I reply'd ; 
For this was of much length) the vile conclufion 
I now begin with grief and Ihame to utter. 
He would not, but by gift of my chafte body 
To his concupifcent in temp' rate lull, 
Releafemy brother; and after much debatement, 

E3 My 
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My fifterly Remorfe confutes mine Honour, 
And I did yield to him : But the next morn betimes, 
His purpofe forfeiting, he fends a Warrant 
For my poor brother's head. 

Duke. This is moft likely I 

Ifab. Oh, that it were as like, as it is true ! 

Duke. By heav'n,' fond wretch, thou know'ft not 
what thou fpeak'ft, 
Or elfe thou art fuborn'd againft his honour 
In hateful praftice. Firft, his integrity 
Stands without blemiih; next, it imports no reafon, 
That with fuch vehemence he mould purfue 
Faults proper to himfelf : if he had fo offended, 
He would have weigh'd thy brother by himfelf, 
And not have cut him off. Some one hath fet you on \ 
Confefs the truth, and fay, by whofe advice 
Thou cam'ft here to complain. 

Ifab. And is this all ? 
Then, oh, you bleffed minifters above ! 
Keep me in patience ; and with ripen'd time, 
Unfold the evil which is here wrapt up 
Jn countenance : Heay'n fliield your Grace from woe, 
As I, thus wrong'd, hence unbelieved go. 

Duke. I know, you'd fain be gone. An officer ; 
To prifon with her. Shall we thus permit 
A blafting and a fcandalous breath to fall 
On him fo near us ? this needs muft be a pra&ice. 
Who knew of your intent, and coming hither ? 

Ifab. One that I would were here, Friar Lodowick. 

Duke. A ghoftly father, belike ; 
Who knows that Lodowick 1 

Lucio. My lord, I know him ; 'tis a meddling Friar; % 
I do not like the roan ; had he been Lay, my lord, 
For certain words he fpake againft your Grace 
In your retirement, I had fwing'd him foundly. 

Duke. Words againft me ? this is a good-Friar, belike; 
And to fet on this wretched woman here 
Againft our fubftjtutei let this Friar be found. 

Lucio, 
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Lucio. But yefternight, my lord, (he and that Friar, 
I faw them at the prifon : a faucy Friar % 
A very fcurvy fellow. 

Peter. Bleffed be your royal Grace f 
I have flood by, my lord, and I have heard 
Your royal ear abus'd. Firft, hath this woman 
Moft wrongfully accused your Subftitute ; 
Who is as free from toucti or foil with her, 
As me from one ungot. 

Duke. We did believe no lefs. 
Know you that Friar Lodowick, which me fpeaks of? 

Peter. I know him for a man divine and holy ; 
Not fcurvy, nor a temporary meddler, 
As he's reported by this gentleman ; 
And, on my Truft, a man that never yet • 
Did, as he vouches, mifreport your Grace 

Lucio. My lord, moft villanoufly ; believe it. 

Peter. Well; he in time may come to clear himfelf; 
But at this inftant he is lick, my lord, 
Of a ftrange fever. On his mere requeft, 
(Being coma to knowledge that there was Complaint 
Intended 'gainft lord AngeLo) came I hither 
To fpeak as from his mouth, what he doth know 
Is true, and falfe ; and what he with his oath 
By all Probation will make up full clear. 
Whenever he^s convented. Firft, for this woman; 
To juftify this worthy Nobleman* 
So vulgarly and perfonally accus'd, 
Her mail you hear difproved to her eyes, 
'Till me herfelf confefs it. 

Duke. Good Friar , let's hear it. 
Do you not fmile at this, lord Angelof 

O heav'n ! the vanity of wretched fools ! 

Give usfome feats ; come, Coufin Angelo, 

In this I'll be impartial: be you judge 

Of your own Caufe. Is this the witnefs, friar? 

[Ifabella is carried off, guarded. 
E 4 SCENE. 
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SCENE III. 

Enter Mariana veiled. 

Firft let her fhew her face ; and, after fpeak. 

Mari. Pardon, my lord, I will not (hew my face, 
Until my hufband bid me f 

Duke. What, are you marry'd ? 

Mari. No, my lord. 

Duke. Are you a maid ? 

Mari. No, my lord. 

Duke. A widow then ? 

Mari. Neither, my lord. 
" Duke. Why, are you nothing then? neither maid, 
widow, nor wife ? 

Lucio. My lord, flie may be a punk ; for many of 
them are neither maid, widow, nor wife. 

Duke. Silence that fellow: I would, he had feme 
caufe to prattle for himfelf. 

Lucio. Well, my lord. 

Mari, My lord, I do confefs, I ne'«r was marry 7f ; 
And, I confefs, befides, I am no maid; 
I've known my hufband ; yet my hufband knows not, 
That ever he knew me. 

Lucio. He was drunk then, my lord; it can be no 
better. 

Duke. For the benefit of filence, would thou wert 
fo too. 

Lucio. Well, my lord. 

Duke. This is no witnefs for lord Angelo. 

Mari. Now I come to*t,.my lord. 
She, tbat.accufes him of fornication, 
In felf-fame manner doth accufe my hufband ; 
And charges him, my lord, with fuch-a time, 
When Til depofe I had him in mine arms, 
With all th' erTeft of love. 

Ang. Charges fhe more than me? 
Mari. Not that I know. 

Duke. 
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Duke. No? you fay, your hufband. [To Mariana. 

Mart. Why, juft, my lord ; and that is Angelo ; 
Who thinks, he knows, that he ne'er knew my body; 
But knows, he thinks, that he knows Ifabets. 

Ang. This is a ftrange abufe; let's fee thy face. . 

Mart. My hufband bids me ; now I will unmaflc. 

[Unveiling. 
This is that face, thou cruel Angelo^ 
Which, once thou iwor'ft, was worth the looking on : 
This is the hand, which, with a vow'd con trad, 
Was faft belock'd in thine : this is the body, 
That took away the match from lfabel; 
And did fupply thee at thy garden-houfe 
In her imagin'd perfon. 

Duke. Know you this woman? 

Lucio. Carnally, {he fays. 

Duke. Sirrah, no more. 

Lucio. Enough, my lord. 

Ang. My lord, I muft confefs, I know this woman ; 
And five years fince there was fome fpeech of marriage 
Betwixt myfelf and her; which was broke off, 
Partly, foT that her promifed proportions 
Game fliort of composition ; but, in chief,. 
For that her Reputation was difvalu'd 
In levity; fince which time of five years 
I never fpake with her, faw her, nor heard from her T 
Upon my faith and honour. 

Mart. Noble Prince, [breath, 

As there comes light from heav'n, and words from 
As there is fenfe in truth, and truth in virtue, 
I am affiancfd this man's wife, as ftrongly 
As words could make up vows : and, my good lord r 
But Tuefday night laft gone, ins garden-houfe, 
He knew me as a wife-; as this is true, 
Let me in fafety raife me from my knees ;; 
Or elfe for ever be confixed here, 
A marble monument ! 

Ang. I did but fmile 'till now- 

E 5 Now, 
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Now, good my lord, give me the fcope of juftice ;* 
My patience here is touch'd ; I do perceive, 
Thefe poor informal women are no more 
But inftniments of fome more mightier member, 
That fets them on. Let me have way, my lord, 
To find this practice out. 

Duke. Ay, with my heart; 
And punifli them unto your height of pleafure. 
Thou foolifh Friar, and thou pernicious woman, 
Compact with her that's gone; think'ft thou, thy 

oaths, 
Tho' they would fwear down each particular faint, 
Were teftimonies 'gainft his worth and credit, 
That's feal'd in approbation ? You, lord Efealus, 
Sit with my coufin ; tend him your kind pains 
To find out this abufe, whence 'tis deriv'd. 
There is another Friar, that fet them on? 
Let him be fent for* [deed, 

Piter. Would he were here, my lord ; for he, in- 
Hath fet the woman on to this complaint: 
Ypur Provq/l knows the place, where he abides; 
And he may fetch him. 

Duke. Go, do it infiantly. 
And you, my noble and well-warranted coufin, 
Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth ; 
Do with your injuries, as feems you beft, 
In any chaftifement : I for a while 
Will leave you ; but ftir you, not 'till you have well 
Determined upon thefe flanderers. [Exit. 

SCENE IV. 

Ejcal. A yf" Y lord, we'll do it throughly, Signior 
IV A Lucio, did not you fay, you knew that 
Friar Lodowick to be a difhoneft perfon ? 
Lucio. Cucullusnonfacitmonachum; honeftin nothing, 

but 
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but in his clothes ; and one that hath fpoke raoft 
villanous fpeeches of the Duke. 

Efcal. We {hall intreat you to abide here 'till he 
come, and inforce them againft him ; we Ihall find 
this Friar a notable fellow. 

Lucio. As any in Vienna, on my word. 

Efcal. Call that fame Ifahel here once again: I 
would fpeak with her : pray you, my lord, give rrie 
leave to queftion; you fhall fee how I'll handle her. 

Lucio. Not better than he, by her own report. 

Efcal. Say you ? 

Lucio. Marry y Sir, I think, if you handled her pri- 
vately, {he mould fooner confefs \ perchance, pub- 
licly fte'll be aQiam'd. 

Enter Duke in the Friar's, habit, and Provoft ; Ifabella 

is brought in. 

Efcal. I will go darkly to work with her. 

Lucio. That's the way; for women are light at 
midnight. 

Efcal. Come on, miftrefs: here's a gentlewoman 
denies all that you have faid. 

Lucio. My lord, here comes the rafcal I fpoke of, 
here with the Provojt. 

Efcal. In very good time : fpeak not you to htm, 

till we call upon you. 

Lucio. Mum r- 

Efcal. Come, Sir, did you fet thefe women on to 
flander lord Angelo? they have confefs' d you did. 

Duke. Tis falfe. 

Efcal, How? know you where you are ? 

Duke. Refpeft to your great Place ; andlet the devil 
Be fometime honour'd for his burning throne. 
Where is the Duke? 'tis he fhould hear me fpeak. 

Efcal. The Duke's in us ; and we will hear you fpeak : 
Look, you fpeak juftly. 

Duke. Boldly, at leaft. But oh, poor fouls, 
Come you to feek the lamb here of the fox? 

E 6 Good 
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Good night to" your redrcfs : is the Duke gone? 
Then is your caufe gone too. The Duke's unjuft, 
Thus to retort your manifeft appeal ; 
And put your trial in the villain's mouth, 
Which here you come to accufe. 

Lucio. This is the Tafcal ; this is he, I fpoke of. 

EfcaL Why, thou unrev'rend andunhallow'd Friar \ 
Is't not enough thou haft fuborn'd thefe women 
T accufe this worthy man, but with foul mouth, 
And in the witnefs of his proper ear, 
To call him villain ; and then glance from him 
To th' duke himfelf, to tax him with injuftice ? 
Take him hence; to th' rack with him: we'll touze you 
Joint by joint, but we will know his purpofe: 
What? unjuft? 

Duke. Be not fo hot •, the duke dare no more ftretc h 
This finger of mine, than he dare rack his own: 
His fubjefl am I not, 

Nor here provincial ; my bufinefs in this ftate 
Made me a looker on here in Vienna ; 
Where I have feen corruption boil and bubble, 
'Till it o'er-run the ftew : laws, for all faults; 
But faults fo countenanc'd, that the ftrong ftatutes . 
Stand like the forfeits in a barber's (hop, 
As much in mock as mark. 

Efcal. Slander to th' ftate ! away with him to prifon. 

Ang. What canyou vouch againft him, fignior Luc to? 
Is this the man, that you did tell us of? [bald-pat; 

Lucio. 'Tis he, my lord. Come hither, good-man, 
Do you know me ? 

Duke. I remember you, Sir, by the found of your 
voice : Imetyouattheprifonintheabfenceoftheduke. 

Lucio. Oh, did you fo ? and do you rememberwhat 
you raid of the duke ? 

Duke. Mod notedly, Sir. 

Lucio. Do you fo, Sir? and was the duke a flefh- 
monger, a fool, and a coward, as you then reported 
him to be? 

Duke 



Meafurc for Meafurt. 85 

Duke. You muft, Sir, change perfons with me, ere 
you make that my report : you'fpoke fo of him, and 
much more, much worfe. 

Lucio. Oh thou damnable fellow ! did not I pluck 
thee by the nofe, for thy fpeeches ? 

Duke. I proteft, I love the duke as I Jove myfelf . 

Ang. Hark! how the villain would clofenow, after 
his treafonable abufes. 

EJcaL Such a fellow is not to be talk'd withal ; away 
with hint to prifon: where is the Provojt? away with 
him to prifon; lay bolts enough upon him ; let him 
fpeak no more ; away with thofe giglets too, and with 
the other confederate companion. 

Duke. Stay, Sir, ftay a-while. 

Ang. What ! refifts he ? help him, Lucio. 

Lucio. Come, Sir; come, Sir; come, Sir; foh, Sir; 

why, you bald-pated lying rafcal ; you muft be hooded, 

muft you? (how your knave's vifage, with a pox to 

• you; fhow your (heep-biting face, and be hang'd an 

hour: will't not off? 

[Pulls off' the Friar'* Hood, and discovers the Duke. 

Duke. Thou art the firft knave, that e'er mad' ft a duke. 
Firft, Provoft, let me bail thefe gentle three. 
Sneak not away, Sir; for the Friar and you 
Muft have a word anon : lay hold on him. 

Lucio. This may prove worfe than hanging. 

Duke. What you have fpoke, L pardon ; fit you 
down: [To Efcalus. 

We'll borrow place of him. Sir, by your leave : 
Haft thou or word, or wit, or impudence, 
That yet can do thee office ? if thou haft, 
Rely upon it 'till my tale be heard, 
And hold no longer out. 

Ang. O my dread lord, 
I fhouid be guiltier than my guiltihefs, 
, To think I can be undifcernable, 
When I perceive your Grace, like pow'r divine, 
Hath look'd upon my pafles : then, good prince, 

No 
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No longer feffion hold upon my fhame ; 
But let my trial be mine own confeliion : 
Immediate fen te nee then, and fequent death, 
Is all the grace I beg. 

Duke. Gome hither, Mariana: 
Say ; waft thou e'er contracted to this woman ? 

Ang. I was, my lord. 

Duke. Go take her hence, and marry her inftantly, 
Do you the office, Friar; which confummate, 
Return him here again : go with him, Frovqft. 

[Exeunt Angelo, Mariana, Peter, and Provoft. 

scene v. 

Efcal. "It M Y lord, I am more amaz'd at his difhonour T 
1VA Than at the ftrangenefs of it. 

Duke. Come hither, Ifabel; 
Your Friar is now your prince : as I was then 
Advertifing, and holy to your bufinefs, 
Not changing heart with habit, I am ftill 
Attornied at your fervice. 

Ifab. Oh, give me pardon, 
That I, your vaffal, have employ'd and pained 
Your unknown fovereignty. 

Duke. You are pardonM, Ifabel. 
And now, dear maid, be you as free to us. 
Your brother's death, I know, fits at your heart r 
And you may marvel, why I obfeur'd myfelf, 
Labouring to fave his life ; and would not rather 
Make ra(h remon ft ranee of my hidden power, 
Than let him be fo loft : Oh, moll kind maid, 
It was the fwift celerity of his death, 
Which, I did think, with flower foot tame on, 
* That bain'd my purpofe : but peace be with him ! 
That life is better life, paft fearing death, 
Than that which lives to fear; make it your comfort ; 
So, happy is your brother. 

*That brain'd my purpofc:~\ We ibould read fai»V, i. e. deftroy'd. 

SCENE 
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SCENE VI, 

Enter Angelo, Mariana, Peter, and Provoft. 

Jfab.T Do, my lord. [here, 

JL. Duke. For this new marry'd man, approaching 
Whofe fait imagination yet hath wrong'd 
Your well-defended honour, you muft pardon 
For Marianas fake : but as he adjudgd your brother, 
Being criminal, in double violation 
Of facred chaftity, and of promife-breach, 
Thereon dependant for your brothers life, 
The very mercy of the law cries out 
Moft audible, even from his proper tongue. 
An Angelo for Claudio; death for death. 
Hafte ftill pays hafte, and leifure anfwers leifure : 
Lite doth quit like, and Meafure ftill for Meafure. 
Then Angelo, thy faults are manifefled; 
Which tho' thou woukTft deny, deny thee * vantage. 
We do condemn thee to the very block, 
Where Claudio ftoopM to death; and with like hafte \ 
Away with him. 

Mari. Oh, my moft gracious lord, 
I hope, you will not mock me with a hufband ? 

Duke. It is your hufband mo ck'd you with a hufband. 
Confenting to the fafeguard of your honour, 
I thought your marriage (it ; elfe imputation, 
For that he knew you, might reproach your life, 
And choak your good to come : for his pofieflions, 
Altho' t>y confifcation they are ours, 
We do enftate and widow you withal, 
To buy you a better hufband. 

Mari. Oh, my dear lord, 
I crave no other, nor no better man. 

Duke. Never crave him ; we are definitive. 

-f — deny thee vantage.] Vantage, for Means, Opportunity. 

Mari. 
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Mart. Gentle, my liege 

Duke. You do but lofe your labour : 
Away with him to death. Now, Sir, to you. 

Man. Oh, my good lord f Swectlfabel, takemypart; 
Lend me your knees, and all my life to come 

I'll lend you all my life, and do you feTvice. ." 

Duke. Againft all fenfe you do importune her ; 
Should Qie kneel down, in mercy of this faft, 
Her brother's ghoft his paved bed would break, 
And take her hence in horror. 

MarL Jfabel, 
Sweet Ifabcl, do yet but kneel by me; 
Hold up your hands, fay nothing ; Til fpeak all. 
They fay, beft men are moulded out of faults ; 
And, for the moft, become much more the better. 
For being a little bad: fo may my hufband. 
Oh, IJabel I will you not lend a knee ? 

Duke He dies for CI audio's death. 

Ifab. Moft bounteous Sir, [Kneeling 

Look, if 11 pleafe you, on this man condemn'd, 
As if my brother liv'd : I partly think, 
A due fincerity govern' d his deeds,. 
'Till he did look on me ; fince it is fo* 
Let him not die. My brother had but juftice, 
In that, he did the thing for which he dyd ; 
*or Angelo, his a& did not overtake his bad intent ; 
And muft be buryd but as an intent, 
That perhVd by the way : thoughts are no fubjeds: 
Intents, but merely thoughts. • 

MarL Merely, my lord. 

Duke. Your fuit's unprofitable; ftand up, I fay: 
I have bethought me of another fault. 
Provojl, how came it, Claudia was beheaded 
At an unufual hour ? 

Prov. It was commanded fo. \ < 

Duke. Had you a fpecial warrant for the deed ? 

Prov. No, my good lord; it was by private meffage. 

Vuke.For which I do difchargeyou of your office: 
Cjrive up your keys. 
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Prov. Pardon me, noble lorcL 
I thought, it was a fault, but knew it not; 
Yet did repent me, after more advice : 
For teftimony whereof, one in thcprifdn, 
That fhould by private order elfe have dy'd, 
I have referv'd alive. 

Duke. What's he ? 

Prov. His name is Bar nar dine. 

Duke, I would, thou hadft done fo by Claudia : 
Go, fetch him hither; let me look upon him, 

EJcaL I'm forry, one fo learned and fo wife 
As you, lord Angelo, have ftill appear'd, 
Should flip fo grofly both in heat of blood, 
And lack of temper'd judgment afterward. 

Ang. I'm forry, that fuch forrow I procure 5 
Andfo deep flicks it in my penitent heart, 
That I crave death more willingly than mercy : 
*Tis my deferving, and I do intreat it* 

, S C E N E VII. 

Enter Provoft, Barnardine, Glaudio, and Juliette 

Duke . \\T H I G H is that Barnardine? 
V V Prov. This, my lord. 

Duke. There was a Friar told me of this man : 
Sirrah, thou'rt faid to have a ftubborn foul, 
That apprehends no further than this world; 
And fquar'ft thy life accordingly : thoti'rt condemned; 
But for thofe earthly faults, I quit them all : 
I pray thee, take this mercy to provide 
For better times to come: Friar; ad vife him ; [that? 
I leave him to your hand. What muffled fellow's 

Prov. This is another prifoner, that I fav'd, 
Who fhould have dy'd when Claudio loft his head; 
As like almoft to Claudio, as himfelf* 

Duke. If he be like your brother, for his fake. [To Ifa. 
Is he pardon'd ; and for your lovely fake, 

Give 
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Give me your hand, and fay, you will be mine, 

He is my brother too ; but fitter time for that. 

By this, lord Angela perceives he r s fafe; 

Methinks, I fee a quickening in his eye. 

Well, Angelo, your evil quits you well ; [yours. 

Look, that you love your wife ; her worth work* 

I find an apt remifSon in myfelf, 

And yet here's one in place I cannot pardon. 

You, firrah, that knew me for a fool, a coward, [Tq Luc. 

One of all luxury, an afs, a mad-man ; 

Wherein have I deferved fo of you, 

That you extol me thus ?~ 

Lucio. 'Faith, my lord, I fpoke it but according to 
the trick ; if you will hang me for it, you may : but 
I had rather it would pleafe you* I might be whipt. 

Duke. Whipt firft, Sir, and hang'd after. 
Proclaim it, Provojl, round about the city ; 
If any woman, wrong'd by this lewd fellow, 
(As I have heard him fwear himfelf, there's one 
Whom he begot with child) }et he» appear, 
And he fhall marry her ; the nuptial finiui'd, 
Let him be whipt and hang'd. 

Lucio. I befeech your highnefs, do not marry 
me to a whore : your highnefs faid even now, I 
made you a duke; good my lord, do not recom- 
pence me, in making mc a cuckold. 

Duke. Upon mine honour, thou (halt marry her: 
Thy Danders I forgive, and therewithal 
Remit thy other forfeits; take him to prifon: 
And fee our pleafure herein executed. 

Lucio. Marrying a punk, my lord, is prefling to 
death ; whipping and hanging. 

Duke. Sland'ring a prince deferves it. 
She, Claudia, that you wrong'd, look, you reftore. 
Joy to you, Mariana: love her, Angelo: 
I have confefs'd her, and I know her virtue. 
Thanks, good friend Efcalus, for thy much goodnefs: 
There's more behind, that is more gratulate. 

Thanks 
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Thanks, Provqft, for thy care and fecrefy ; 
We fliall employ thee in a worthier place : 
Forgive him, Angelo, that brought you home 
The head of Ragozine for Claudios ; 
Th' offence pardons itfelf. Dear Ifabel, 
I have a motion much imports your good, 
Whereto if you'll a willing ear incline, 
What's mine is yours, and what is yours is mine: 
So bring us to our palace, where we'll mow 
What's yet behind, that's meet You all mould know. 

[Exeunt omnes. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

S C E N E, a Court before Leonato'* Houfie. 

Enter Leonato, Hero, and Beatrice, with a Meffinger. 

Leonato. 

I Learn in this letter, that Don Pedro of Arfagon 
comes this night to MeJJina. 

Meffl He is very near by this ; he was not three 
leagues off when I left him. 

Leon. How many gentlemen have you loft in this 
ad ion ? 

Meffl But few of any Sort, and none of Name. 

Leon. A vi&ory is twice itfelf, when the atchiever 
brings home full numbers; I find here, that Don 
Pedro hath beftowed much honour on a young Flo- 
rentine^ call'd Qaudio. 

Meffl Much deferved on his part, and equally i«+ 
membred by Don Pedro: he hath borne htmfelf be- 
yond the promife of his age, doing in the figure of 
a lamb the feats of a lion: he hath, indeed, better 
better'd expedation, than you mull exped of me to. 
tell you how. 

Leon. He hath an uncle here in Meffina will' be very 
much glad of it. 

Mejf. I have already deliver' d him letters, and 
there appears much joy in him; even fo much, that 

# The Story from Ariojo, Orl. Fur. 1. 5* Mr. Pope. 

joy 
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joy could not fliew itfelf modeft enough, without a 
badge of bitternefs. 

Leon. Did he break out into tears ? 

Mejf. In great meafure. 

Leon. A kind overflow of kindnefs. There are no 
Faces truer than thofe that are fo wafli'd. How much 
better is it to weep at joy, than to joy at weeping ! 

Beat. I pray you,*is Signior Afontanto return'd from 
the wars or no ? 

Mejf. I know none of that name, Lady ; there was 
none fuch in the army of any Sort. 

Leon. What is he that you afk for, Neice ? 

Hero. My Coufin means Signior Benedick of Padua. 

Mejf. O, he's return'd, and as pleafant as ever he 
was. 

Beat. He fet up his bills here in Mejfina, and chal- 
lenged Cupid at the flight; and my Uncle's fool^ read- 
ing the challenge, fubfcrib'd for Cupid, and challeng'd 
him at the bird-bolt. I pray you, how many hath 
he kill'd and eaten in thefe wars ? but how many 
hath he kill'd ? for, indeed, I promised to eat all of 
his killing. 

Leon. Faith, Neice, you tax Signior Benedick too 
much ; but he'll be meet with you, I dcfubt it not. 

Mejf. He hath done good fervice, Lady, in thefe 
wars. 

Beat. You had mufty victuals, and he hath holp 
to eat it; he's a very valiant trencher-man, he hath 
an excellent ftomach. 

Mejf. And a good foldier too, Lady. 

Beat. And a good foldier to a lady ? but what is he 
to a lord ? 

Mejf. A lord to a lord, a man to a man, ftufftwith 
all honourable virtues. 

* is Signior Montanto return d] Montantc, in Spanifli,h a huge two- 
landed jword, given, with much Humour, to onie, the Speaker would 
represent as a Bo after or Bravado. 

Beat. 
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'Beat. It is To, indeed: he is no lefs than .a ftufft 
trkan : but for the fluffing, — well, we are all mortal. 

Leon. You muft not, Sir, miftake my Neice ; there 
»!s a kind of merry war betwixt Signior Benedick and 
her; they never meet, but there's a fkirmifli of Wit 
between them. 

Beat. Alas, hegets nothing by That. In our laft 
conflict, four of his five wits went halting off, and 
now is the whole man govern'd with one: So that 
if he have * wit enough to keep himfelf from harm, 
let him bear it for a difference between himfelf and his 
horfe ; for it is aH the wealth that he hath left, to 
be known a reafonable creature. Who is his com- 
panion now ? he hath every month a new fworn 
brother. 

Mejf. Is it poffib'le? 

Beat. Very eafily poffible ; he wears his faith but 
as the falhion of his hat, it ever changes with the 
next block. 

Mejf. I fee, l*ady, the gentleman is no* in your 
books. 

Beat. No; an he were, I would burn my Study. 
But, I.pray you, who is his companion? is there no 
young fquarer now, that will make a voyage with 
him to the devil ? • * 

Mejf. He is moft in the company >ofthe right noble 
Claudio. 

Beat, O lord, he will hang upon him likeadifeafe; 
he is fooner caught than the peftilence, and the taker 
runs prefently mad. God help the noble Claudio, 
if he have caught the Benedick; it will coft him a 
thoufand pounds ere he be cur'd. 

* wit enough to keep himfelf warm,] But how would that make a dif m 
Jerence betxoeen him and his Horfe ? Wc fhould read, Wit enough to keep 
himfelf from harm. This fuits the fatirical Turn of her Speech, in the 
Char after (he would give of Benedick ; and this would make the Dif- 
ference fpoken of. For 'tis the Nature of Horfcs, when wounded, 
te run upon the Point of the Weapon, 

Vol. II. F Mejf. 
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Meffl I will hold friends with you, Lady. 
Beat. Do, good friend. 
Leon. You'll ne'er run mad, Neice. 
Beat. No, no t^ till a hot January* 
Mejf. Don Pedro is approached. 

SCENE II. 

» 

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Balthazar, and 

Don John. 

Pedro../** O O D Signior LtQuato, you are come to 
VX meet your trouble:: the fafiiion of the 
world is to avoid coft, and you encounter it» . 

Leon. Never came trouble to my houfe in the 
likenefs of your Grace; for trouble being gone, com- 
fort mould remain; but when you depart from me, 
forrow abides, and happinefs takes his leave. 

Pedro. You -embrace your charge too willingly : I 
diink, thiflf is your daughter. 

Leon. Her mother hath many times told me fo. 

Bene. Were you in doubt, Sir, that you aikt her? 

Leon. Signior Benedick, no; for then were you a 
child. 

Pedro. You nave it full, Benedick; We may guefs 
by this what you are, being a man : truly, the lady- 
fathers herfelf ; be happy, lady, for you are like an 
honourable father. 

Bene. If Signior Leonato be her Father, (he wdild 
not have his head on her fliQulders for all MtJ[ma % 
as like him as (he is. 

Beat. I wonder, that you will ftill be talking, Sig- 
nior Benedick ; no body marks you. 

Bene. What, my dear lady Difdain! are you yet 
living? 

Beat. Is it poffible, Difdain mould die, while me 
hath fuch meet food to feed it, as Signior Benedick* 
Courtefy itfelf muft convert to Difdain, if you come 
in her pretence* Bene* 
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Bene. Then is courtefy a, tura-coat ; but it is cer- 
tain, I am lov'd of all ladies, only you excepted ; and*/ 
I would I could find in my heart that I had not a 
hard heart, for truly I love none. 

Beat. A dear happinefs to women; they would 
elfe have been troubled with a pernicious fuitor. I 
ibank God and my cold blood, I am of your Hu- 
mour for that ; I had rather hear my dog bark at 
a crow, than a man fwear he loves me. 

Bene. God keep your lady (hip ftill in that mind ! 
fo fome gentleman or other mail fcape a predeftinate 
fcratcht face. 

Beat. Scratching could not make itworfe, an'twere 
fuch a face as yours were. 

Bene. Well, you are a rare parrot-teacher. 

Beat. A bird of my tongue is better than a beafi 
of yours. 

Bene. I would, my horfe had the fpeed of your 
tongue, andfo good a continuer: but keep your way 
cTGod's name, I have done. 

Beat. You always end with a jade's trick ; I know 
you of old. 

Pedro. This is the fum of all : Leonato, — Signior 

Claudio, and Signior Benedick, my dear friend, 

Leonato hath invited you all ; I tell him, we {hall 
ftay here at the leaft a month ; and he heartily prays, 
fome occafion may detain us longer ; I dare fwear, 
he is no hypocrite, but prays from his heart. 

Leon. If you fwear, my Lord, you mail not be for- 

fworn. Let me bid You welcome, my lord, being 

reconciled to the prince your brpther; I owe you 
all duty. 

John. I thank you; I. am not of many words, but 
I thank you. 

Leon. Pleafe it your Grace lead on ? 

Bedro. Your hand, Leonato; we will go together* 

[Exeunt all but Benedick and Claudio. 
Pa SCENE 



i co Much Ado about Nothing. 

SCENE III. 

Ctaud. nENEDICK, didft thou note the daugh- 
'*** ter of Si gnior Leonato? 

Bene. I noted her not, but I look'd on hen 

Claud. Is (he not a modeft young lady ? 

Bene. Do you queflion me, as an honeft man fliould 
do, for my fimple true judgment ? or would you have 
me fpeak after my cuftom, as being a profefled ty- 
rant to their fex ? 

Claud. No, I pr'y thee, fpeak in fober judgment. 

Bene. Why, r faith, methinks, fhe is too low for 
an high praife, too brown for a fair praife, and too 
little for a great praife ; only this commendation I can 
afford her, that were fhe other than (he is, Die were 
unhandfome ; and being no other but as fhe is, I 
do not like her. 

Claud. Thou think' ft, I am in fport 5 I pray thee, 
tell me truly how thou lik'ft her. 

Bene. Would you buy her, that you enquire after 
her? 

Claud, Can the worid buy fuch a jewel? 

Bene. Yea, and a cafe to put it into; but fpeak you 
this with a fad brow ? or do you play the flouting 
Jack, to tell us Cupid is a good hare-finder, and Vul- 
can a rare carpenter ? come, in what key fhall a man 
take you to go in the Song? 

Claud. In mine eye, (he is the fweeteft lady that I 
ever look'd on. 

Bene. I can fee yet without fpeflacles^ .and I fee 
no fuch matter; there's her Coufin, if (he were not 
pofleft with fuch a Fury, exceeds her as much in 
beauty, as the firft of May doth the laft of December* 
but I hope, you have no intent to turn huiband, 
have you ? 

Claud. I would fcarce truft royfelf, tho' I had fworn 
the contrary, it Hero would be my wife. 

Bene. 
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Bene. Is't come to this, in faith? hath not the 
world one man, but he will wear his cap with fuf- 
picion ? fliail I never fee a bachelor of threefcore 
again ? go to, i'faith^ if thou wilt needs thruft thy 
neck into a yoke, wear the print of it, and figh away 
Sundays : look, Don Pedro is return'd to feek you. 

SCENE IV. 

Re-enter Don Pedro and Don John, 

Pedro.^tl^TH AT Secret hath held you* here, that 
V V you follow'cl not to Le<mato y s houfe? 
Bene. I would your Grace would cofrftrain me to 
tell. . I . ' , 

Pedro. I charge thee on thy allegiance. 

Bene. You hear, Count Claudio, I can be fecret as 
a dumb man, I would have you think fo ; but on my 
allegiance, mark you this, on l my" allegiance : — he 
is in love; with whom? now that 1 is your Grace's 
part: mark, how fhort his anfwer is, with Hera, Leo- 
'nato*s Ihoft-daughter. 

Claud.- If this were fo, fo were itHittered; • 

Bene. Like the old tale, my lord, it is not fo, 
nor 'twas not fo; but, indeed, God forbid it mould 
be fo. ' : » ; 

Gaud. If my paflion change not (hortly, God for- 
bid it mould be otherwife. 4 

Pedro. Amen, if you love her, for the* I/ady is 
very well worthy. 

Claud. You fpeak this to fetch me in, my Lord. 

Pedro. By my troth, I fpeak my thought. 
' Claud. And, in faith, my Lord, I fpoke mine. 

Bene. And by ray two faiths and troths, my -Lord, 
I fpeak mine. ' 

Claud. That I love her,' I feel. 

Pedro . That file is worthy, I know- 

Bene. That I neither feel how fhe fliould be loved; 
nor know how me fliould be worthy, is the opinion 

F3 that 
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that fire cannot melt out of me; I will die in it at 
the flake- 

Pedro. Thou waft ever an obftinate heretic in the 
defpight of beauty. 

Claud. And never could maintain his part, but in 
the force of his will. 

Bene. That a woman conceiv'd me, I. thank her^ 
that (he brought me up, I iikewife give her molt 
humble thanks: but that I will have a recheaier 
winded in my. f6rihead, «or hang my bugle in an. 
invifible ' baldric* aU women foali paifdon me ; bc- 
caufe I .will jWHL<dp them the Wrong to mjftruft any, 
I will do .myfelf .the Right to trull none :. and »the 
fine is, (for the which I may go the finer,) I will 
live a bachelor- ' 

F#lrO(. I jfhall fee thee, ere I die, look pale with 
love. . I 

Bel*, "^ithan^r, witf* ficknefs, or with hunger, 
my iofd, pot with Ipye; prove, that <cver I lofe more 
blood with Iwe^thaa I will get-again with drinking, 
pick out mine eyes with a ballad-makers pen, and 
hang me .upA^-the door of a brothel-Jhoufe for the 
. Sign <?f tilifld (fopid. 

Pedro. W«41, if ever thou doft fall from this faith, 
thou wilt prove a notable argument. 

\Bpifa If J do, hang me in a bottle like a cat, and 
3hoot at me; and he that hits me, let him be clapt 
on tJiic fhoul<jJer, and call'd *Adam. 

Pedo. Well, as time fhall try; in time the favage 
bull dcxth bear the yoke. 

Bene. The favage bull may, but if ever the fenfible 
Benedink bear it, pluck off the bull Y horns, and fet 
lj?em in my forehead, and let me be vilely painted ; 
and in fuch great letters as they write, Here is good 
, Horfe to hire, let them fignify under my Sign, Here 
you may fee Benedick the marrfd the man* 

* Adam Belly at that time famous for Archery. Mr. Theobald. 

Claud. 
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Claud* If this fiiould ever happen, thou would' ft 
be horn-mad. 

Pedro. Nay, if Cupid hath not fpent all his quiver 
in Venice, thou wilt quake for this ihortly. 

Bene. I look for an earthquake too then. 

Pedro. Weil, you will temporize with the hours; 
in the mean time, good Signior Benedick, repair to 
Leonat6*s, commend me to him, and tell him I will 
not fail him at f upper; for, indeed, he hath made 
great preparation. 

Bene. I have almoft matter enough in me for fuch 
an embaflage, and fo I commit you—: — 

Claud. To the tuition of God ; From my houfe, if 
I had it, 

Pedro. The fiwtfi of July, your loving friend T 
Benedick. 

Bene. Nay, mock not, mock not; the body of 
your difcourfe is fometime guarded with fragments, 
and the guards are but ilightly batted on neither : ere 
you flout old ends any forther, examine your con- 
fcience, and lb I leave you. [Exit. 

S C E N E V. 

Claud. TiifY Liege, your Highnefs now may do 
1VJL me good. 

Pedro. My love is thine to teach, teach it but how, 
And thou malt fee how apt it is to learn 
Any hard leflbn that may do thee good. 

Claud. Hath Leonato any fon, my lord? 

Pedro* No child but Hero, fhe's his only heir r 
Doft thou affeft her, Claudiot 

Gaud. O my lord, 
When you went onward on this ended adion r 
I look cl upon her with a foldier's eye; 
That Hk'd, but had a rougher talk in hand 
Than to drive liking to the name of love ; 
But now I am return'd, and that war-thoughts 

F 4 Have 
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Have left -their places vacant; in their rooms 
Come thronging foft and delicate Defires, 
All prompting me how fair young Hero is ; 
Saying, I lik'd her ere I went to wars. 

Pedro. Thou wilt be a lover prefently, 
And tire the hearer with a book of words : 
If thou doft love fair Hero, cherifli it, 
And I will break with her, and with her Father, 
And thou (halt have her: was't not to this end,. 
That thou began'ft to twift fo fine aftory? 

Claud. How fweetly do you minifter to love r 
That know lovers grief by his complexion ! 
But left my liking might too fudden feera, 
I would have falvM it with a longer treatife* 

Pedro. What need the bridge much broader than 
the flood? 
The faireft grant is the neceflity ; 
Look, what will ferve, is fit ; 'ti* once, thou lov'ft; 
And I will fit thee with the remedy. 
I know, we (hall have revelling to-night ; , 
I will affiime thy part in. fome difguife, 
And tell fair Hero I am Claudio; 
And in her bofam Til unclafp my heart, 
And take her hearing prifoner with the force 
And ftrong encounter of my amorous tale : 
Then, after, to her father will I break ; 
And the conclufio.ni is, (he fliali be thine; 
In prafiicelet us put it prefently. . [Exeunt. 

.Re-enter Leonato and Antonio. 

Leon. How now, Brother, where is my Coufinyour 
fon? hath he provided this mufic? 

Ant. He is very bufy about it ; but, brother, I can 
tell you news that you yet dream'd not of. , 

Leon. Are they good? 

Ant. As the event Ramps them, but they have a 
good cover; they fliow well outward. The Prince 
and Count Claudio, walking in a thick-pleached alley 

in 
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in my orchard, were thus over-heard by a man of 

* mine : The Prince difcover'd to Claud io, that he lov'd 
my neice your daughter, and meant to acknowledge it 
this night in a dance; and if he found her accordant, 
he meant to take the-prefefnt tirife by the top, and 
inftantly break with you of it. 

Leon. Hath the fellow any wit, that told you this? 

Ant. A good (harp fellow ; I will fend for him, and 
queftion him yourfelf. 

Leon. No, no ; we will hold it as a dream, 'till it 
appear itfelf; but I will acquaint my daughter withal, 
that flie may be the better prepared for anfwer, if 
peradventure^his be true; go you and tell her of 
it: C'ouGns, you know what you have to do. [Several 
crofs the Stage here.] O, I cry you mercy, friend, go you 
with me and I will ufe your (kill; good Coufin, have 
a care this hufy time. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. 

Changes to an Apartment in Leonato v j Houfe. 

Enter Don John and Gonrade. 
Conr. T Jf THAT the good-jer, my lord, why are 
VV you thus out of meafure fad? 

John. There is no meafure in the occafion that 
breeds it, therefore the fadnefs is without limit. 

Conr. You mould hear reafon. 

John. And when I have heard it, what Bleffing 
bringeth it ? 

Conr. If not a« prefent remedy, yet a patient fuf- 
ferance. • 

John. I wonder, that thou (being, as thou fay'ft 
thou art, born under Saturn) goeft about to apply a 
moral medicine to a mortifying mifchief : I cannot 
aide what I am: I muft be fad when I have caufe, 
and fmile at no man's jefts ; eat when f haveftomach, 

* and wait for no man's leifure; fleep when I am drow- 

F 5 ty> 
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fy, and tend on no man's bufinefs ; laugh when I am 
merry, and claw no man in his humour. 

Conr. Yea, but you mult not make {he full mow 
of this, 'till you may do it without controulment; 
you have of late Hood out againftyour brother, and 
ne hath ta'en you newly into his grace, where it is 
impofliblc yo]i (hauld take root, but by the fair 
weather that you make yourfelf; it is needful that 
you frame the feafon for your own harveft. 

John, I had. rather be a canker in a hedge, than a 
rofe in his grace; wd it better fits my blood to be 
difdain'd of alj, than to £aihipn a carriage to rob love 
from any: }n tjiis, (though I cannot be laid to be a 
flattering hqneft man) it mull not be deny'd but I am 
a plain *dealing villain ; I am trolled with a muzzel, 
and infrauchifed with a clog, therefore I have decreed 
not tofing in my cage : if I had my mouth, I would 
bite ; if I had my liberty, I would do my liking: in 
the mean timer let me be that 1 am, and feeknot to 
alter me. 

Conr. Can you make no ufe of your difcontent? 

John. I will make all ufe of it, for I ufe it only. 
Who comes here? what news, Borachio? 

Enter Borachio. 

Boar. I came yopder from a great fupper ; the 
Prince, your brother, is royally entertain'4 by Leo- 
natOi and I can give you intelligence of an intended 
marriage. 

John. Will it ferve for any model to build mifchief 
on? what is he for a fool, that be troths b^mfelf to 
unquietnefs-? 

Bora- Marry, it is your brother's right hand. 

John. Who, the moft exquifue Claudiot 

Bora- Even he. 

John. A proper Squire! and who, and who? which 
way looks he! 

Bora. Marry, on Hero, the daughter and heir of 
Leonato. John* 
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J&kn. A -very forward March chitkJ How come 
you to this ? 

Bora. Being entertain'd for a perfumer, as I was 
faioaking a muity room, comes me the Prince and 
Giaudio hand in hand in fad conference : I whipt be- 
hind the Arras, and there heard it agreed upon, that 
the Prince ftiould woo Hero for himfelf \ and having 
ebtain-M her, give her to Count Claudio* 
- Jdhn. Corns, come, let us thither, this may prove 
food to my difpleafure : that young ftart-up hath all 
the glory of my overthrow ; if I can croft him any 
way, I blefs myfelf every way ; you are both fure r 
and will ztflift'me. 

Conr. To the death , my lord. 

John. Let us to the great fupper ; their Cheer i& 
the greater, that I amfubdu'd; 'would the cook were 

of my mind ! (hall we go prove what's to be 

done ? 

Bortt. We'll wait upon your lordfhip^ [Exeunt. 



ACT IL SCENE I. 

SCENE, a Hall in Leonato'i Houfe. 

Inter Leonato, Antonio, Hero, Beatrice, Margaret 

and Urfula, 

Leonato. 

WAS not Count John here at Supper? 
Ant. I faw him not. 
Beat. How tartly that gentleman looks ! I never 
can fee him, but 1 am heart-burn'd an hour after. 
Hero. He is of a very melancholy difpofition. 
Beat. He were an excellent man* that were made 
juft in the mid- way between him and Benedick; the 
one is too like an image, and fays nothing : and the 
other too like my lady's eldeft fon^ evermore tailing. 

F 6 Leon, 
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Leon. Then half Signior Benedick-s tongue in C onnt 
Johns mouth, and half Count Johns melancholy, 
in. Signior Benedicts face 

Beat. With a good Leg, and a good Foot, Uncle, 
and money enough in his purfe, fuch a man would 
win any woman in the world, if he could get her 
good Will. 

Leon. By my troth, Neice, thou wilt never get 
thee a hulband, if thou be fo fturewd of thy tongue. 

Ant. In faith, (he's too curft. 

Beat. Too curft is more than curft ; I (hall leffen 
God's fending that way; for it is faid, God fends a, 
curft Cow fhort horns; but to a Cow too curft he 
fends none. 

Leon, So, by being too curft, God will fend you 
jio horns. 

Beat. Juft, if he fend me no Hufband ; for the 
which Blefling I am at him upon my knees every 
morning and evening: Lord! I could not endure 
a hufband with a beard on his face, I had rather lie 
in woollen. .. . - - 

Leon 4 Ycm may light upon a bufbanfl, that Jiath 
no beard. ' ' . . ■ * 

Beat. What ftiould I do with him ? drefs]him in my 
apparel, and make him my waiting-gentlewoman? 
ha that hath a beard is more than a youth, and he 
that hath no beard is lefs than a man ; and he that 
is. more than a youth, is not forme; and he that is 
lefs than a man, I am not for him: therefore I will 
even take fix-pence in earneft of the bear-herd,' and 
lead his apes into hell. 7 

Ant. Well, Neice, I truft, you will he ruFd by 
your father. [To Hero. 

Beat. Yes, faith, it is my Coufin's duty to make 
curtfy, and fay, Father y at it pleafes you; but yet for all 
that, Coufin, let him be a handforae fellow,' or.eife 
make another curtfy, and fay, Father^ as it pleqfes me. 

Leon. Well, Neice, I hope to fee you onje day 
fittpd with a hufband. Beat. 
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Beat. Not Itill God make men of fome other metal 
than earth ; would it not grieve a woman to be 
over-mafter'd with a piece of valiant dull ? to make 
account of her life to a clod of way-ward marie? no, 
uncle, I'll nofqe ; Acton} s fpns are my brethren, and, 
truly, I hold it a fin to match. in, my kindred* 

Leon. Daughter, remember, what I to{d you ; if 
the Prince do folicit you in .that kind, you know 
your anfwer. 

Beat. The fault will be in the , mufic, coufin, if 
you be not woo'd in good tim£; If the, Prince be 
too important, tell him, there is meafure in every 
thing, and fo dance out the Anfwer ; for hear me, 
Hero, wooing* wedding, and repenting, is as a Scotch 
jig, a meafure, and a cinque-pace ; the firft fuit is 
hot and hafty, like n Scotch jig, and full as fantaflical; 
the wedding mannerly-modell, as a meafure, full of 
ftate and anchentry ; and then comes repentance, and 
with his bad legs falls into his cinque-pace fader and 
fafter, 'till he finks into his grave. 

Leon. Coufin, you apprehend paffing (hrewdly. 

Beat. I haye a good eye, uncle, I can fee a church 
by day-light. 

Leon. The revellers are entring, brother; make 
good room. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Balthazar, and 

others in Mafquerade. 

Pedro. T A DY, will you walk with your friend? 

JLj Hero. So you walk foftly, and look 
fweetlv, and fay npttung, I am yours for th^walk,. 
and especially when I walk away. 
, Fedro. With, me in your company ? 
Hero. I may fay fo ? when I pleafe. 
Pedro. And when pleafe you to fay fo ? 

Hero. 
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Hero. When I like your favour; for God defend, 
the lute Ihould be like the cafe I 

Pedro. My vifor is Philemon's roof; within the' 
houfe is Jovt. 

Herd. Why. then your vifor mould be thatch'd* 

Pedro. Speak low, if you fpeak love* 

Balth. Well; I would, you did like me; 

Marg. So would not I for your own fake, for I 
have many ill qualities. 

Balth. Which is one? 

Marg. I fay my Prayers aloud. 

Balth. I love you the better, the heaters may cry 
Amen. 

Marg. God match me with a good dancer I 

Balth. Amen. 

Marg. And God keep him out of my fight when* 
the dance is done ! Atrfwer, Clerk. 

Balth. No more words, the clerk is anfwerd. 

Vrf. I know you weir enough ; you are Signiov 
Antonio* 

Ant. At a word, I am not. 

Urf. I know you by the wagliug of your head. 

Ant. To tell you true, I counterfeit him. 

Urf. You could never do him fq ill-well, unlefs- 
you were the very manr here's his dry hand up and 
down; you are he, you are he. 

Ant. At a word, I am not. 

Urf. Come, come, do you think, I do not know 
you by yourexcellent wit? can virtue hide itfelf ? go 
to, mum, you are he ; graces will appear, and there's 
an end. 

Beat. Will you not tell me, who told you lb ? 

Bene. No, you mail pardon me. 

Beat. Nor will you not tell me, who you are? 

Bene. Not now. ; ! * 

Beat. That I was difdainful, and that \ had my 
good Wit out of The Hundred merry Tales} well, tnis 
was Signior Benedick that faid fo. 

Bene. 
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Bene. What's he ? 

Beat. I am Jure, you know him well enough. 

Bene. Not I, believe me. 

Beat. Did he never make you laugh ? 

Bene. I pray you, what is he? 

Be&. Why, he'is the Prince's jefter ; a very dulf 
fool, only his gift is in devifing impaffible Banders: 
none Jbut libertines delight in him, and the com- 
mendation is not in his wit, but in his villany ; for 
he both pleafe/h men and angers them, and then 
they laugh t at him, and beat him ; I am fure, be is 
in the fleet ; I would, he had boarded me. 

Bene. When I know the gentleman, I'll tell him 
what you fay. 

Beat. Do, do, he'll but break a comparifon or 
two on me; which, peradventure, not mark'd, 
or not laugh'd at, ftrikes him into melancholy, and 
then there's a partridge wing fav'd, for the fool 
will eat no fupper that night. We muft follow the 
leaders. [Mufic wthiru 

Bene. In every good thing. 

Beat. Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will leave 
them at the next turning. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

Manent John, Borachio, and Claudio. 

jfoAn.O URE, my brother is amorous on Hero, and 
O hath withdrawn her father to break with 
him about it: the ladies follow her, and but one 
vifor remains. 

Bora. And that is Claudio; I know him by his Bearing. 

John. Are you not Signior Benedick? 

Gaud. You know me well, I am he. 

John. Signior, you are very near my brother in 
his love, he is enamour'd on Hero; I pray you, dif- 
fuade him from her, (he is no equal for his birth ; 
you may do the part of an honelt man in it. 

Claud. 
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, Claud. How know ye, he loves her ? 

John. I heard him fwear his affe&ion. 

Bora. So did I too, and he f wore he would many 
her to-night. 

John. Come, let us to the banquet* 

[Exeunt John and Bon 

Claud. Thus anfwcr I in' name of Benedick, 
-But hear this ill news with the ears of Claudio. 
'Tis certain fo, the Prince wooes for himfelf.. 
Friendihip is conftant in all other things, 
Save in the office and affairs of love; 
Therefore all hearts in love fue your own tongues ! 
Let every eye negotiate for itfelf, 
And truft no agent ; beauty is a witch*, 
'Againft whofe charms * faith melteth into blood* 
This is an accident of hourly proof, 
Which I miftrufted not. Farewel then, Hero I 

Enter Benedick. 

Bene. Count Claudio? 

Claud. Yea, the fame. 

Bene. Come, will you ga with me? 

Claud. Whither? 

Bene. Even to the next willow, about your own 
bufinefs, Count. What faftiion will you. wear the 
garland of? about your neck, like an Ufurer's chain ? 
or under your arm, like a Lieutenant's fcarf ? you 
mull wear it one way, for the Prince hath got your 
Hero. 

Claud. ' I wifh him Joy of her. 

Bene. Why, that's fpoken like an honeft drover; 
fo they fell bullocks : but did you think, the Prince 
would have ferved you thus ? 

Gaud. I pray you, leave me. 

* Faith tfielteth into Blood.] i. c. Thefe intemperate. De- 
fires make Men treacherous; but the Exprefiion alludes to the 
old Opinion of Superllition concerning Witches j that they turned 
wholefome Liquors into Blood by their Charms. 

Bene. 
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Bene. Ho ! now you ftrike like the blind man ; , 
'twas the boy that llole your meat, and you'll beat 
the Poll. 

Claud. If it will not be, Til leave you. [Exit, 
Bene* Alas, poor hurt fowl ! now will he creep 
into fedges. But, that my Lady Beatrice mould know 
me, and not know me! the Prince's* fool ! ha? it 
may be, I go under that Title, becaufe I am merry; 
yea, but fo I am apt to do myfelf wrong: I am not 
fo reputed. It is the bafe (tho' bitter) difpofition 
of Beatrice, that puts the World into her perfon, and 
fo gives me out; well, Til be reveng'd as 1 may. 

SCENi IV. 

Enter Don Pedro. 

Pedro. \J O W, Signior, where' s the Count? did 
JAI you fee him ? 

Bene, Troth,, my lord, I have play'd the part of 
lady Fame. I found him here as melancholy as a 
lodge in a warren, I told him (and I think, told him 
true) that your Grace had got the Will of this young 
lady, and I offer'd him my company to a. willow- 
tree, either, to mal&e him a garland,, as being for- 
faken, or to t)ind him up a rod, as being woxthy to 
be whipt. ,, . . ■.. _ 

Pedro. Tp be whipt ! what's his fa.ult ? 

Bene. The flat tranfgreflion.of a School-boy ; who, 
being overjoy 1 d with finding a bird's neft, fhews it 
his companion, and he deals it. 

Pedro. Wilt thou make a truft, a tranfgreflion ? 
the tranfgreffion is in the dealer.' 

Bene. Yet it had not been amifs, the rod had been 
made, and the garland too ; for the garland he might 
have worn himfelf, and the rod he might bave be- 
ftow'd on you, who (as- 1 take it) have ftod'n his 
bird's neft* 

Pedro. 



1 16 Much Ado about Nothing* 

Beat. Speak, Count, 'tis your cue.- 



Gaud, Silence is the perfefieft herald of joy; I 
were but little happy, if I could fay how much. Lady, 
as you are mine, I am yours: I give away myfelf 
for you, and doat upon the exchange. 

Seat. Speak, Coufin, or (if you cannot) (top his 
mouth with a kifs, and let him not fpeak neither, 

Pedro. In faith, Lady, you have a merry heart. 

Beat. Yea, my Lord, I thank it, poor fool, it keeps 
on the windy fide of care; my coufin tells him 
in his ear, that he is in her heart. 

Claud. And fo (he doth, coufin. 

Beat. Good Lord, for alliance ! thus goes every 
one to the world but I, and I am fun-burn'd ; I 
may lit in a corner, and cry heigh ho ! for a hufband. 

Pedro. Lady Beatrice ^ I will get you oner 

Beat. I would rather have one of your Father's 
getting : hath your Grace ne'er a 'brother like you? 
your Father got excellent Hufbands; if a maid could 
.come by them. 

Pedro. Will you have me, Lady ? 

Beat. No, my Lord, unlefs I might have another 
for working days ; your Grace is too coftly to wear 
every day : but I befeech your Grace, pardon me, I 
was born to fpeak all mirth and no matter. 

Pedro. Your filence moft offends me, and to be 
.merry beft becomes you ; for, out of queftion, you 
•were born in a merry hour. 

Beat. No, fure, my Lord, my mother cry'd ; but 
then there was a ftar danc'd, and under that I was 
born. Coufins, God give you joy. 

Leon* Neice, will you look to thofe things I told 
you of ? f ' ■ ' 

r Beat. I cry you mercy, Uncle: by your Grace's 
pardon. [Exit Beatrice. 

SCENE 
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SCENE VI, 

Ptdro.T) Y my troth, a pleafant-fpirited Lady* 

Xj Leon. There's little of the melancholy ele- 
ment in her, my Lord ; flie is never fad but when 
fhe deeps, and not ever fad then ; for I have heard 
my daughter fay, fhe hath often dream'd of unhap- 
pinefs, amd wak'd herfelf with laughing. 

Pedro. She cannot endure to hear tell of a huf- 
band. 

Leon. O, by no means, me mocks all her wooers 
out of fuit. 

Pedro. She were an excelFent wife for Benedick. 

Leon. O Lord, my Lord, if they were but a week 
marry'd, they would talk themfelves mad. 

Pedro. Count Claudio, when mean you to go to 
church ? 

Claud. To-morrow, my Lord ; time goes on crutfches, 
''till love have all his rites. 

Leon. Not 'till Monday, my dear fon, which is hence 
a juft feven-night, and a time too brief too, to have 
all things anfwer my mind. 

Pedrp. Come, ,ypu make the head at fo long a 
breathing ; but, I warrant thee, Claudio, the time (hall 
not go dully. by us. I will in the Interim undertake 
one of Hercules'* labours, which is, to bring Signior 
Benedick and the Lady Beatrice into a mountain of ' 
affe&ion Jthe one with the other; I would fain 
have it a match, ahdl.doubt not tofafhion it, if you 
three will but minifter fuch affi fiance as I (hall give 
you direction. 

Leon. My Lord, I am for you* though it coft me 
•ten nights watchings. 

Claud. And I, my Lord. 

Pedro. And you too, gentle Hero? 

Hero. I will do any modeft office, my Lord, to help 
jny Couun to a good hufband. 

Pedro* 
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Pedro* And Benedick is not the unhopefulleft hut- 
band that I know : thus far I can praife him, he is 
of a noble ftrain, of approved valour, and confirmed 
honefty. I will teach you how to humour your 
£oufin, that fhe Ihali fall in love with Benedick ; and 
I, with your two belps, will Co practice on Benedick, 
that in defpight of his quick wit, and his queafy fto- 
mach, he ihall fall in love with Beatrice. If we can 
-do this, Cupid is no longer an archer, his glory {halt 
be ours, for we are the only Love-Gods ; go in With 
jne, and I will tell you my drift. [ExeunL 

SCENE VIL 

Changes to another Apartment in LeonatoV Hovfe. 

Enter Don John and Borachio. 

JfoAn.TT is fo, the Count Claudio fliall marry the 
X Daughter of Leonato. 

Bona. Yea, my Lord, but I can crofs it. 

John. Any bar, any crofs, any impediment will 
be medicinable to me ; I am fick in difpleafure to 
him ; and whatsoever comes athwart his afFeftion, 
ranges evenly with mine. How canft thou crofs this 
marriage ? 

Bora. No>t honeftly, my Lord, but fo covertly that 
no difhonefty maH appear in me. 

John* Shew me briefly how. 

Bora. I think, I told your lordflaip a year fince, 
how much lam in the favour of Margaret, the wait- 
ing-gentlewoman to Hero. 

John. I remember. 

Bora. I can, at any unfeafonatrle in flan t of the 
night, appoint her to look out at her Lady's cham- 
ber-window. 

John. What life is in That, to be the death of this 
•marriage? 

Bora. 
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Bora* The poifon of That lies in you to temper; go 
you to the Prince your brother, fparc not to tell him, 
that he hath wrong' d his Honour in marrying the 
Tenown'd Claudio, (whofe eftimation do you mightily 
hold up) to a contaminated Stale, fuchaoneas Hero* 

John. What proof fliall I make of That ? 

Bora. Proof enough to mifufe the Prince, to vex 
Claudio, to undo Hero, and kill Leonato ; loot, you 
for any other iffue ? 

John. Only to defpite them, I will endeavour any 
thing. 

Bora. Go then find me a meet hour, to draw Don 
Pedro, and the Count Claudio, alone; tell them, th'at 
you know, Hero loves me; intend a kind of zeal both 
to the Prince and Claudio, as in a love of your Bro- 
ther's honour who hath made this match; and his 
friend's reputation, (who is thus like to be cozen'd 
with the femblance of a maid,) that you havedifco- 
•verd thus; they will hardly believe this without 
trial: offer them inftances, which fliall bear no lefs 
likelihood than to fee me at her chamber-window; 
hear me call Margaret, Hero*, hear Margaret terra 
me Botqchio: and bring them to fee this, the very ' 
night before the intended Wedding; for in the mean 
time I will fo fafhion the matter, that Hero fhall be 
abfent ; and there fhall appear fuoh feeming truths 
of Hero's difloyalty, that jealoufy fhall be callM af- 
furance, and all the preparation overthrown. 

John. Grow this to what adverfe iffue it can, I 
will put it in pra&ice;. be Cun-ning in the working 
this, and thy fee is a thoufand ducats. 

Bora. Be thou conftant in theaccufation, and my 
xunning fhall not fhame me. 

John. I will presently go learn their day of mar- 
*kge. [Exeunt 
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SCENE VIII 

Changes to Leonato's Orchard* 

Enter Benedick, and a Boy. 

Bene. |J O Y, 

JD Boy, Signior. 

Bene. In my chamber-window lies a book, bring it 
hither to me in the orchard. 

Boy. I am here already, Sir. [Exit Boy. 

Bene. I know that, but I would have thee hence, 

and here again. 1 do much wonder, that one 

man, feeing how much another man is a fool, when 
he dedicates his behaviours to love, will, after he hath 
laught at fuch ftiallow follies in others, become the 
argument of his own fcorn, by falling in love ! and 
fuch a man is Claudio. I have known, when there 
was no mufic with him but the drum and the fife; 
and now had he rather hear the caber and the pipe ; 
I .have known, when he would have walk'd ten mile 
a-foot, to fee a good armour; and now will he lie 
ten nights awake, carving the fafhion of a new dou- 
blet. He was wont to fpeak plain, and to the pur- 
pofe, like an honeft man and a foldier; and now he 
is turn'd orthographer, his words are a very fantafti- 
cal banquet, juft fo many ftrange dimes. May I be 
fo converted, and fee with thefe eyes? I cannot tell; 
I think not- I will not be fworn, but love may 
transform me to an oyfter; but I'll take my oath 
on it, 'till he have made an oyfter of me, he fhali 
never make me fuch a fool:, one woman is fair, yet 
I am well; another is wife, yet I am well.', another 
virtuous, yet I am well. But 'till all graces be in one 
woman, one woman fhall not come in my grace. 
Rich (he fhall be, that's certain; * fc wife, or 111 none ; 
* Thefe Words added out of the Editions of 1 6.23* Mr. Fope. 

virtuous, 
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virtuous, or I'll never cheapen her: fair, or I'll ne- 
ver look on her; mild, or come not near me;' no- 
ble, or not I for an angel ; of good difcourfe, an ex- 
cellent mufician, and*her * hair fhall be of what co- 
lour it pleafe God. Ha! the Prince and Monfieur 
Love .' I will hide me in the arbour. [Withdraws. 

SCENE IX. 

Enter Don Pedro, Leonato, Claudio, and Balthazar, 

Pedro. /^i O ME, mail we hear this mufic ? 

V>t Claud. Yea, my good lord ; how ftill the 
evening is, 
As huftt'd on purpofe to grace harmony .' 

Pedro. See you were Benedick hath hid himfelf ? 

Claud. O very well, my lord; the mufic ended, 
We'll fit the hid fox witha penny-worth. 

Pedro. Come, Balthazar, we'll hear that Song again. 

Balth. O good my lord, tax not fo bad a voice 
To flander mufic any more than once. 

Pedro. It is the witnefs ftill of excellency, 
To put a ftrange face on his own perfeftion ; 
I pray thee, fing; and let me woo no more. 

Balth. Becaufe you talk of wooing, I will fing; 
Since many a wooer ^oth commence hisfuit 
To her he thinks not worthy, yet he wooes ; 
Yet will he fwear, he loves. 

Pedro. Nay, pray thee, come ; 
Or if thou wilt hold longer argument, 
Do it in notes. 

Balth. Note, this before my notes, 
There's not a note of mine, that's worth the noting. 

Pedro. Why, thefe are very crotchets that he fpeaks, 
Note, notes, forfooth, and noting. 

* and her hairjhallbe of what colour it pleafi God.] i. e. She fliallnot 
difcolour it ; hinting at the Fafliion of difcolouring their Hair, by 
Art, when it was not of the Colour in efteexn. 

Vol. II. G Bene. 
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Bine. Now, divine air; now is his foul raviftVd! 
is it not ftrange, that (heeps guts fhould hale fouls 
out of men's bodies? well, a horn for my money, 
when all's done. 

The SONG. 

Sigh no more, ladies, Jigh no more, 

Men were deceivers ever ; \ 

Onefoot ihjca, and one onjhore, 

To one thing conjlant never: 
. Then Jigh not Jo, but let them go, 

And be you blith and bonny; 
Converting all your Jounds oj woe 

Into hey nony, nony. 

Sing no more ditties, Jing no mo 

OJ dumps Jo dull and heavy ; 
The frauds of men were ever Jo, 

Since Jummer wasjrjt leafy: 
Thenfigh not Jo, 8cc. 

Pedro. By my troth, a good Song. 

Balth. And an ill finger, my lord. 

Pedro. Ha, no; no, faith; thou fihg'ft well enough 
for a fhift. 

Bene. If he had been a dog, that fhould have 
howl'd thus, they would have hang'd him ; and, I 
pray God, his bad voice bode no mifchief : I had as 
lief have heard the night-raven, come what plague 
could have come after it. 

Pedro. Yea, marry, doft thou hear, Balthazar? I 
pray thee, get us fome excellent mufic : for to- 
morrow night we would have it at the lady Hero's 
chamber-window. 

Balth. The belt I can, my lord. [Exit Balthazar. 

Pedro. Do fo : farewel. Come hither, Leonato; 
what was it you told me of to-day, that your Neice 
Beatrice was in love with Signior Benedick ? 

Gaud. O, ay ; ftalk on, ftalk on, the fowl fits. 

I did never think, that lady would have loved any 
man. Leon. 
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Leon, No, nor I neither \ but moft wonderful* that 
(he fhould fo doat on Signior Benedick, whom ihe 
hath in all outward behaviours feem'd ever to abhor. 

Bene. Is't poflible, fits the wind in that corner? 

[Afide. 

Leon. By my troth, my lord, I cannot tell what to 
think of it; but that (he loves him with an yi raged 
affection, — it is pad the definite of thought.—— 

Pedro* May be, ihe doth but counterfeit. 

Claud. Faith, like enough. 

Leon. O God! counterfeit? there was never coun- 
terfeit of paflion came fo near the life of paflion, as 
ihe difcovers it. 

Pedro. Why, what effefls of paflion fhews (he ? 

Claud. Bait the hook well, this fifh will bite. 

[Afide, 

Leon. What effefts, my lord ? (he will fit you, you 
heard my daughter tell you how. 

Claud. She did, indeed. 

Pedro. How, how, I pray you ? you amaze me : I 
would have thought, her fpirit had been invincible 
againft all aflaults of affe&ion. 

Leon. I would have fworn, it had, my lord ; efpe- 
cially againft Benedick. 

Bene. [Afide.] I fhould think this a gull, but that 
the white-bearded fellow fpeaks it ; knavery cannot, 
fure, hide himfeif in fuch reverence. 

Claud. He hath ta'en th' infe&ion, hold it up. 

[Afide. 

Pedro. Hath fhe made her affection known to Bene- 
dick t 

Leon. No, and fwears flie never will ; that's her tor- 
ment. 

Claud. 'Tis true, indeed, fo your daughter fays : 
mall I, fays ihe, that have fo oft encounter' d him 
with fcorn, write to him that I love him ? 

Leon. This fays flie now, when fhe is beginning to 
write to Him 5 for fhe'll be up twenty times a night, 

G 2 and 
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and there will fhe fit in her fmock, 'till fhe have writ 
a flieet of paper; my daughter tells us all. 

Claud. Now you talk of a flieet of paper, I remem- 
ber a pretty jeft your daughter told us of. 

Leon. O, when flie had writ it, and was read- 
ing it over, flie found Benedick and Beatrice between 
the fhaet. 

Claud. That 

Leon. * O, flie tore the letter into a thoufand half- 
pence ; rail'd at herfelf, that flie fhould be fo immo- 
deft, to write to one that, flie knew, wou'd flout her: 
I meafure him, fays fhe, by my own Spirit, for I 
fhould flout him if he writ to me ; yea, though I 
love him, I fhould. 

Claud. Then down upon her knees fhe falls, weeps, 
fobs, beats her heart, tears her hair, prays, curfes ; 
O fweet Benedick ! God give me patience ! 

Leon. She doth, indeed, my daughter fays fo ; and 
the ecftafy hath fo much overborne her, that my 
daughter is fometime afraid, fhe will do defperate 
outrage to herfelf; it is very true. 

Pedro. It were good, that Benedick knew of it by 
fome other, if fhe will not difcover it. 

Claud. To what end? he would but make a fport 
of it, and torment the poor lady worfe. 

Pedro. If he fhould, it were an Alms to hang him; 
fhe's an excellent fweet lady, and (out of all fufpi- 
cion) fhe is virtuous. 

Claud. And fhe is exceeding wife. 

Pedro. In every thing, but in loving Benedick. 

Leon. O my lord, wifdom and blood combating in 
fo tender a body, we have ten proofs to one, that 
blood hath the vi&ory; I am forry for her, as I have 
juft caufe, being her uncle and her guardian. 

Pedro. I would, fhe had beftow'd this dotage on 
me ; I would have dafft all other refpefts, and made 

* Oyjhe tore the letter into a thoufand half-pence j] i. e, into a thou- 
fand Pieces of the fame Bignefs. 

her 
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her half myfelf ; I pray you, tell Benedick of it ; and 
hear what he will fay. 

Leon. Were it good, think you ? 

Claud. Hero thinks, furely flie will die; for fhe 
fays, (he will die if he love her not, and fhe will die 
ere flie make her love known; and flie will die if he 
woo her, rather than (he will bate one breath of her 
accuftom'd croflhefs. 

Pedro. She doth well; if fhe fliould make tender 
of her love, 'tis very poffible, hell fcorn it ; for the 
man, as you know all, hath a contemptible fpirit. 

Claud. He is a .very proper man. 

Pedro. He hath, indeed, a good outward happinefs. 

Claud. 'Fore God, and, in my mind, very wife. 

Pedro, rje doth, indeed, {hew fome fparks that are 
like wit. 

Leon. And I take him to be valiant. 

Pedro. As He&or, I allure you ;. and in the manag- 
ing of quarrels you may fay he. is wife 5 for either 
he avoids with great difcretion, or undertakes* them, 
with a chriftian-like fear. 

Leon. If he do fear God, he muft neceflarily keep 
peace ; if he break the peace, he ought to enter into 
a quarrel with fear and trembling, 

Pedro. And fo will he, do, for the man doth fear 
God, howfoever it feems not in him, by fome large 
jells he will make. Well, I am forry. for your Neice : 
fhall we go feek Benedick^ and tell him of her love ? 

Claud. Never tell him, my lord; let her wear it 
with good counfel. 

Leon. Nay, that's impoflible, flie may wear her 
heart out firft, 

Pedro. Well, we will hear further of it by your 
daughter ; let it cool the while. I love Benedick well; 
arid I could wifh he would modeftly examine him- 
felf, to fee how much he is unworthy to have fo 
good a lady. 

Leon* My Lord, will you walk? dinner is ready. 

Claud. 
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Gaud. If lie do not dote on her upon this, I will 
never truft my expectation. [Afide. 

Pedro Let there be the fame net fpread for her, 
and that muft your daughter and her gentlewomen 
carry ; the fport will be, when they hold an opi- 
nion of one another's dotage, and no fuch matter ; 
that's the Scene that I would fee, which will be 
merely a Dumb Show ; let us fend her to call him 
to dinner. [Afide.] Exeunt. 

SCENE X. 

Benedick advances from the Arbour. 

Bene. TH HIS can be no triek, th* conference wai 
JL fadly borne ; they have the truth of this 
from Hero; they feem to pity the lady; it feems, her 
affe&ions haVe the full bent. Love me ! why, it muft 
be requited : I hear, how I am cenfttr'd; they fay, I 
will bear myfelf proudly, if I perceive the love 
come from her ; they fay too, that ihe will rather 
die than give any fign of atreftion.-"— I did never 

think to marry ^-1 muft not feem proud hap* 

py are they that hear their detractions, and can put 
them to mending : they fay, the lady is fair ; 'tis 
a truth, I can bear them witnefs : and virtuous ;— ~ 
'tis fo, I cannot reprove it : and wife, but for loving 
me — — by my troth, it is • no addition to her wit, 
nor no great argument of her folly ; for I will be 

horribly in love with her. 1 may chance to have 

forae odd quirks and remnants of wit broken on 
me, becaufe I have rail'd fo long againft marriage ; 
but doth not the appetite alter? a man loves the 
meat in his youth, that he cannot endure in his age. 
Shall quipps and fentences, and thefe paper-bullets 
of the brain, awe a man from the career of his hu- 
mour ? no : the world muft be peopled. When I 
faid, I would die a bachelor, I did not think I 

fhould 
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fhould live 'till I were marry "d. Here comes Bea- 
trice : by this day, (he's a fair lady ; I do fpy fome 
marks of love in her. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Beat. Againft my will, I am fent to bid you come 
in to dinner. 
. Bene. Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your pains. 

Beat. I took no more pains for thofe thanks, than 
you take pains to thank me ; if it had been painful T 
1 would not have come. 

Bene. You take pleafure then in the meflage. 

Beat. Yea, juft fo much as you may take upon a 
knife's point, and choak a daw withal : you have 
no ftomach, Signior ; fare you well. [Exit. 

Bene. Ha ! againft my wilt I am fent to bid you come 
in to dinner ;~— there's a double meaning in that. 
I took no more pains for thofe thanks, than you took pains 
to thank me ; — that's as much as to fay, any pains 
that I take for you is as eafy as thanks. If I do 
not take pity of her, I am a villain ; if I do not love 
her, 1 aril a Jew ; I will go get hfer Pi&ure. [Exit. 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

Continues in the Orchard* 
Enter Hero, Margaret, and Urfula. 

Hero. 

GOOD Margaret, run thee into the parlour, 
There (halt thou find my Coufin Beatrice, 
Propofing with the Prince and Claudio ; 
Whirper her ear, and tell her, I and Urfula 
Walk in the orchard, and our whole difcourfe 
Is all of her ; fay, that thou overheard'ft us ; 
And bid her fteal into the pleached Bower, 
Where honey-fuckles, ripend by the Sun, 

G 4 Forbid 
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Forbid the Sun to enter; like to Favourites, 
Made proud by Princes, that advance their pride 
Againft that power that bred it : there will nie hide 
To liften our Purpofe ; this is thy office, [her, 

Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone. 

Marg. I'll -make her come, I warrant prefently. 

.[Exit. 

Hero. Now, Urfula, when Beatrice doth come, 
As we do trace ,this alley- up and down, 
Our Talk mull only be of Benedick; 
When I do nanie.him, let it be thy Part 
To praife him more than ever man did merit. 
My Talk to th^e muft be, how Benedick 
Is lick in love vyith Beatrice ; of this matter . 
Is little Cupid^s crafty arrow made, 
That only wounds by hear-fay : now begin. 

Enter Beatrice, running towards the Arbour. 

For look, where Beatrice, like a lapwing* runs 
Clofe by the ground jo Jiear our conference. 

Urfu. The pleafanfft angling is to fee the fiflh 
Cut with her golden oars the filver ftream, 
And greedily devour the treacherous bait ; ' 
So angle we for Beatrice, who e'en now 
Is couched in the woodbine-coverture ; 
Fear you not my part of the dialogue. [thing 

Hero. Then go we bear herj that her ear lofe no- 

Of the falfe fweet bait that we lay for it. 

No, truly, Urjula, {he's too difdainful ; 

I know, her fpirits are as coy and wild 

As haggards of the rock. t 

Urfu. .But are you fure, 
That Benedick loves Beatrice fo intirely ? 

Hero. So fays the Prince, and my new-trothed lord. 

Urfu. And did they bid you tell her of it, Madam ? 

Hero. They did intreat me to acquaint her of it ; 
But I perfuaded them, if they lov'd Benedick, 

To 



Much Ado about Nothing. 129 

To wifli him wraftk with affe&ion, 
And never to let Beatrice know of it. 

Urfu. Why did you fo ? doth not the Gentleman 
Deferve as full, as fortunate a bed, 
As ever Beatrice {hall couch upon ? 

Hero. O God of love ! I know, he doth deferve 
As much as may be yielded to a man : 
But Nature never fram'd a woman's heart 
Of prouder fluff than that of Beatrice. 
Difdain and fcorn ride fparkling in her eyes, 
Mif-prizing what they look on ; and her wit 
Values itfelf fo highly, that to her 
All matter elfe feems weak; flie cannot love, 
Nor take no Ihape nor project of affection, 
She is fo felf-indeared. 

Urfu. Sure, I think fo ; 
And therefore certainly it were not good 
She knew his love, left fhe make fport at it. 

Hero. Why, you fpeak truth. I never yet faw man, 
How wife, how noble, young, how rarely featur'd, 
But flie would fpell him backward ; if fair-fac'd, 
She'd fwear, the gentleman mould be her fifter ; 
If black, why, Nature, drawing of an antic, 
Made a foul blot ; if tall, a launce ill-headed ; 
* If low, an Aglet very vilely cut ; 
If fpeaking, why, a vane blown with all winds ; 

* If low, an Agat very vilely cut;] But why an Agat, if low? For 
what Likenefs between a little Man and an Agat t The Ancients, in- 
deed, ufed this Stone to cut upon ; but very exquifitely. I make 
no Queftion but the Poet wrote ; 

an Aglet very vilely cut ; 

An Aglet was theTag of thofe Points, formerly fo much in Fafhion. 
Thefe Tags were either of Gold, Silver, or Brats, according to the 
Quality of the Wearer ; and were commonly in the Shape of little 
Images ; or at leaft had a Head cut at the extremity ^ The French 
call them aiguillettes. Meier ay, fpeaking of Henry Illd's Sorrow for 
the Death of the Princefs of Conti, fays, — portant memefurjh aiguil- 
lettes de petites tetes de Mort. And as a tall Man is before compar d 
to a Launce ill-headed; fo, by the fame Figure, a little Man is very 
aptly likcn'd to an Aglet ill-cut. 

G 5 If 
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If filent, why a block moved with none. 
So turns (he every man the wrong fide out, 
And never gives to truth and virtue That, 
Which fimplenefs and merit purchafeth. 

Urfu. Sure, fure, fuch carping is not commendable. 

Hero. No ; for to be fo odd, and from all fafhions, 
As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable. 
But who dare tell her fo ? if I fliould fpeak, 
She'd mock me into air ; O, (he would laugh me 
Out of myfelf, prefs me to death with wit. 
Therefore let Benedick, like cover'd fire, 
Gonfume away in fighs, wafte inwardly 5 
It were a better death thin die with mocks, 
Which is as bad as 'tis to die with tickling. 

Urfu. Yet tell her of it; hear what ihe will fay. 

Hero. No, rather I will go to Benedick, 
And counfel him to fight againft his paflion. 
And, truly, I'll devife fome honeft (landers 
To ftain my Coufin with ; one doth not know, x 
How much an ill word may impoifon liking. 

Urfu. O, do not do your Coufin fuch a wrong. 
She cannot be fo much without true judgment, 
(Having fo fwift and excellent a wit, 
As (he is priz'd to have) as to refufe 
So rare a gentleman as Benedick. 

Hero. He is the only man of Italy, 
Always excepted my dear Claudio. 

Urfu* I pray you, be not angry with me, Madam, 
Speaking my fancy ; Signior Benedick, 
For fhape, for bearing, argument and valour, 
Goes foremoft in report through Italy. 

Hero. Indeed, he hath an excellent good name. 

Urfu. His excellence did earn it, ere he had it. 
When are you marry 'd, Madam ? 

Hero. Why, every day ; to-morrow ; come, go in, 
Til fhew thee fome attires, and have thy Qounfel 
Which is the beft to furnifli me. to-morrow. . 

Urfu. 
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• Urfii. She's lim'd, I warrant you ; we have caught 
her, Madam. 

Hero. If it prove fo, then loving goes by haps ; 
Some Cupids kill with arrows, fome with traps. 

[Exeunt. 

Beatrice, advancing. 

Beat. * What fire is in my ears ? can this be true ? 

Stand I condemned for Pride and Scorn fo much? 
Contempt, farewel ! and maiden pride, adieu ! 

No glory lives behind the back of fuch. 
And, Benedick, love on, I Will requite thee ; 

Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand ; 
If thou doft love, thy kindnefs (hall incite thee 

To bind our loves up in a holy band. 
For others fay, thou doft deferve ; and I 
Believe it better than reportingly. [Exit. 

SCENE II. 

Leoftato'j Hdufe. 

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick andLeonzto. 

Pedro. T Do but ftay 'till your marriage be con- 
JL fummate, and then go I toward Arragon. 

Claud, I'll bring you thither my lord, if you'll 
vouchfafe me. - 

Pedro* Nay, That would be as. great at foil in the 
new glofs of your marriage, as to (hew a child his 
new coat and forbid him to wear it. I will only be 
bold with Benedick for his company ; for, from the 
crown of his head to the fole of his foot, he is all 
mirth ; he hath twice or thrice cut Cupid's bow- 
ftring, and the little hang map dare not boot at him ; 
he hath a heart as found as a bell, and his tongue 

*• Whaijireisinmyears?——] Alluding to a proverbial Saying 
of* the common People, that their Ears burn when others are talk- 
ing of them. 

G .5 i* 
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is the clapper; for what his heart thinks, his tongue 
fpeaks. 

Bene. Gallants, I am not as I have been. 

Leon. So fay I ; methinks, you are fadder. 

Claud. I hope, he is in love. 

Pedro. Hang him, truant, there's no true drop of 
blood in him, to be truly touch'd with love ; if he 
be fad, he wants money. -~ 

Bene. I have the tooth-ach. 

Pedro. Draw it. 

Bene. Hang it. 

Claud. You mult hang it firft, and draw it after- 
wards. 

Pedro. What ? figh for the tooth-ach I 

Leon. Which is but a humour, or a worm. 

Bene. Well, every one can matter a grief but he 
that has it. 

Claud. Yet fay I, he is in love. 

Pedro. There is np appearance of fancy in him, 
unlefs it be a fancy that he hath to ftrange difguifes, 
as to be a Dutch man to days a French man to mor- 
row ; or in the fhape of two countries at once, a 
German from the wafte downward, all flops ; and a 
Spaniard from the hip upward, no doublet : Unlefs 
. he have a fancy to this foolery, as it appears he[hath, 
he is no fool for fancy, as you would have it to 
appear he is. 

Claud. If he be not in love with fome woman, 
there is no believing old figns ; he brumes his hat 
©'mornings ; what mould that bode ? 

Pedro. Hath any man feen him at the barber's ? 

Claud. No, but the barber's man hath been feen 
with him; and the old ornament of his cheek' hath 
already ftuft tennis-balls. 

Leon. Indeed, he looks younger than he did by 
the lofs of a beard. 

Pedro. Nay, he rubs himfelf with civet ; can you 
fmell him out by that ? 

Claud. 
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Claud. That's as much as to fay, the fweet youth's 
in* love. 

Pedro. The greateft note of it is his melancholy. 

Claud. And when was he wont to wafh his face ? 

Pedro. Yea, or to paint himfelf ? for the which, I 
hear what they fay of him. 

Claud. Nay, but his jelling fpirit, which is now 
crept into a lute-ftring and now govern'd by flops — 

Pedro. Indeed, that tells a heavy tale for him. 
Conclude, he is in love. 

Claud. Nay, but I know who loves him. 

*Pedro. That would I know too : I warrant, one 
that knows him not. 

Claud. Yes, and his ill conditions, and in defpight 
of all, dies for him. 

Pedro. She fhall be bury'd with her face upwards. 

Bene. Yet is this no charm for the tooth-ach. Old 
Signior, walk afide with me, I have ftudy'd eight or 
nine wife words to fpeak to you which thefe hobby- 
horfes mud not hear. [Exeunt Benedick andLeonato. 

Pedro. For my life, to break with him about Bea- 
trice. 

Claud. 'Tis even fo. Hero and Margaret have by 
this play'd their parts with Beatrice ; and then the 
two bears will not bite one another, when they meet. 

SCENE III. 

r 

Enter Don John. 

John. TVyf Y Lord and Brother, God fave you. 
1VJL Pedro. Good den, brother. 
John. If your leafure ferv'd, I would fpeak with 
you. 

Pedro. In private ? 

John. If it pleafe you ; yet Count Claudio may 
hear '; for, what I would fpeak of, concerns him. 
Pedro. What's the matter ? 

John. 
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John. Means your lordlhip to be marry 1 d to-mOr- 
row ? [To Claudio. 

Pedro. You know, he does. 

John. I know not that, when he knows whit I 
know. 

Claud. If there be any impediment, I pray you* 
difcover it. 

John.' You may think, I love you not; let that 
appear hereafter ; and aim better at me by That I 
now will man i fell ; for my brother, I think, he holds 
you well, and in dearnefs of heart hath holp 16 effeft 
your enfuing marriage ; furely, Suit ill fpent, and 
Labour ill beftow'd ! 

Pedro. Why, what's the matter ? 

John. I came hither to tell you, and circumftanceS 
fhoiten'd, (for me hath been too long a talking of) 
the Lady is difloyal. 

Claud. Who ? Hero ? 

John. Even Ihe ; Ltonatos Hero, your Hero, every 
man's Hero. 

Claud. Difloyal? 

John. The word is too good to paint out her wick- 
ednefs ; 1 could fay, (he were worfe ; think you of 
a worfe title, and I will fit her to it •, wonder not 'till 
further warrant ; go but with me to night, you mail 
fee her chamber-window enter'd, even the night be- 
fore her wedding-day ; if you love her, then to mor- 
row wed her ; but it would better fit your honour 
to change your mind. 

Claud. May this be fo ? 

Pedro. I will not think it, - 

John. If you dare not truft that you fee, confefs 
not that you know ; if you will follow me, I will 
fhew you enough ; and when ybu have feen more 
and heard more, proceed accordingly* 

Claud. If I fee any thing to night why I fliould 
not marry her to morrow; in the Congregation, 
where I mould wed, there will I Ihame her. 

Pedro. 
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Pedro. And as I wooed for thcc to obtain her, I 
will join with thee to difgrace her. 

John. I will difparage her no farther, 'till you are 
my witnefTes ; bear it coldly but 'till night, and let 
the iffue Ibew itfelf. 

Pedro. O day untowardly turned ! 

Claud. O mifchief ftrangely thwarting ! 

John. O plague right well prevented ! 
So you will fay, when you have feen the fequel. 

[Exeunt. 

' ' S C E N E IV. 

Changes to the Street. 
Enter Dogberry and Verges, with the Watch. 

Dogb. A R E you good men and true ? 

Jt\> Verg. Yea, or elfe it were pity but they 
ihould fuffer falvation, body and foul. 

Dogb. Kay, that were a punHhment too good for 
them, if they mould have any allegiance in them, 
being chofen for the Prince's Watch. 

Verg. Well, give them their charge, neighbour 
Dogberry. 

Dogb. Fiift, who think you the moft defartlefs 
man to be conftable ? 

1 Watch. Hugh Oatcake, Sir, or George Seacole ; for 
they can write and read. 

Dogb. Come hither, neighbour Seacole: God hath 
bleft you with a good name ; and to be a well- 
favourd man is the gift of fortune, but to write and 
read coiiks by nature. 

2 Watch; Both which, mafter conftable 

Dogb. You have : I knew, it would be your an- 

fwer. Well, for your Favour, Sir, why, give God 
thanks, and make no boaft of it ; and for your wri- 
ting and reading, let that appear when there is more 
need of fuch vanity : you are thought here to be 
the moft fenfeiefs and fit man for the Conftable of 

^the 
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the Watch, therefore bear you the lanthorn ; this is 
your charge : you fhall comprehend all vagrom men; 
you are to bid any man ftand, in the Prince's name. 

2 Watch. How if he will not ftand? 

Dogb. Why, then take no note of him, but let 
him go ; and prefently call the reft of the Watch to- 
gether, and thank God you are rid of a knave. 

Verg. If he will not ftand when he is bidden, he 
is none of the Prince's Subjects. 

Dogb. True, and they are to meddle with none 
but the Prince's Subjects : you fhall alio make no 
noife in the ftreets ; for, for the Watch to babble and 
talk, is moft tolerable, and not to be endur'd. 

2 Watch. We will rather fleep than talk ; we know 
what belongs to a Watch. 

Dogb. Why, you fpeak like an ancient and moft 
quiet watchman, for I cannot fee how Sleeping 
mould offend ; only have a care that your Bills be 
not ftolen : welJ, you are to call at all the ale-houfes, 
and bid them that are drunk get them to bed. 

2 Watch. How if they will not ? 

Dogb. Why then let them alone 'till they are fo- 
ber ; if they make you not then the better anfwer, 
you may fay, they are not the men you took them 
for. 

2 Watch. Well, Sir. 

Dogb. If you meet a thief, you may fufpeft him* 
by vertue of your office to be no true man ; and for 
fuch kind of men, the lefs you meddle or make with 
them, why, the more is for your honefty. 

2 Watch. If we know him to be a thief, fhall we 
not lay hands on him ? 

Dogb. Truly^by your office you may; but, I think, 
they that touch pitch will be defii'd : the moft peace- 
able way for you, if you do take a thief, is, to let 
him fhew himfelf what he is^ and fteal out of your 
company. 

Verg. 
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Verg. You have been always call'd a merciful man, 
Partner. 

Dogb. Truly, I would not hang a dog by my will, 
much more a man who hath any honefty in him. < 

Verg. If you hear a. child cry. in the night, you 
muft call to the nujfe and bid her flill it." 

2 Watch. How if the nurfe.be afleep, and will not 
hear us ? s . 

Dogb* Why, then depart in Peace, and let the 
child wake her with crying: for the ewe 4 that willnot* 
hear her lamb when it baes v will never anfwer a calf 
when he bleats. , ' '.. 

. Verg. 'Tis Very true. . . 

i^ferf This is. thej end: erf. the charge: yoiu,< con- 
ftable, aretoprefent the Prince's own perfon; if you 
meet the Prince in the .night, you may ftay .him. 

Verg. Nay, biriady, that, I think, he cannot. 

Dogb. Five (hillings to one on't with any man that 
knows the Statues, "he may ftay him ; .marry, not 
without the Prince be willing: for, indeed, the 
Watch ought to offend no man ; and it is an offence 
to flay a man againft hi* will. .' 

Verg. Biriady, I think, it be fo. 

Dogb. Ha, ha, ha! well, matters, good night; an; 
there be any matter of weight chances, call up me ; 
keep your fellow's counfels aftid your own, and good 
night; come* neighbour. - 

2 Watch. Well, matters, we hear ■. our charge ;. 
let us go fit hear upon the church-bench' till two, and 
then all to bed. 

Dogb. One word more, honeft neighbours. I pray 
you, watch about Signior Leonatcis door, for the 
Wedding being there to-morrow, there is a great coil 
to night ; adieu ; be vigilant, I befeech you. 

[Exeunt Dogberry and Verges. 

SCENE 
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S C EN E V. 

Enter Borachio and Conradc. 
Bora. TI7HAT? Conrade 



w 



Watch. Peace, ftir not. [Afide. 

Bora. Conrade, I fay. 

Conr. Here, Man, I am at thy elbow. 

Bora. Mafs, and my elbow itchM, I thought there 
would a fcab follow. 

Conr. I will owe thee an anfwer for that, and now 
forward with thy talc. 

Bora. Stand thee clofe then under this pent-houfe, 
for it drizzles rain, and I will, like a true drunkard, 
utter all to thee. 

Watch. Some Treafon, matters ; yet fland clofe. 

Bora* Therefore know, I have earned of Don John 
2 thoufand ducats. 

Conr. Is it poflible that any VillaAy Ihould be f<* 
dear? 

Bora. Thou fhould-ft raitex 4 aft, if it were poffible 
any villain mould be fo rich ? for when rich villains 
have need of poor ones, poor ones may make what 
price they will. 

Conr. I wonder at it. 

Bora. That ftiews,thoxf artunconfirm'd ; them know- 
eft, that the fafhion of a doublet, or a hat, or a cloak 
is nothing to a man. 

Conr. Yes, it is apparel. 

Bora. I mean the fafhion. 

Conr. Yes, the fafhion is the fafhion. 

Bora. Turn, I may as well fay, the fool's the Fool; 
but feeft thou not. what a deformed thief this fafhion 
is? 

Watch. I know that Deformed ; he has been a vile 
thief thefe feven years ; he goes up and down like 
a gentleman : I remember his name. 

Bora. Didft thou not hear fome body ? 

Conr. 
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Conr. No, 'twas the vane on the houfe. 

Bora. Seed thou. not, I fay, what a deformed thief 
this fafliion is ? how giddily he turns about all the 
hot-bloods between fourteen and five and thirty, 
fometimes, fafliioning them like Pharao's foldiers in 
the reachy Painting ; fometimes, like the God BeVs 
priefts in the old church-window ; fometimes, like 
the (haven Hercules in the fmirch worm-eaten tape- 
ftry, where his codpiece feems as mafly as his club, 

Conr. All this I fee, and fee, that the fafhion wears 
out more apparel than the man ; but art not thou 
thyfelf giddy with the fafliion too, that thou haft 
fhifted out of thy tale into telling me of the fafliion? 

Bora. Not fo neither; but know, that I have to 
night wooed Margaret, the Lacty Hero's Gentle wo* 
man, by the name of Hero ; (he leans me out at her 
zniftrefs's chamber-window, bids me a thoufand times 
good night — I tell this tale vilely — I fhouW firft tell 
thee, how the Prince, Claudio, and my mailer, plant- 
eld and placed, and poflefled by my mailer Don jfcAft, 
faw a far off in the orchard this amiable encounter. 

Conr. And thought they, Margaret was Hero f 

Bora. Two of them did, the Prince and Claudio ; 
but the devil my mafter knew, flie was Margaret; 
and partly by his oaths, which firft poffeft them, 
partly by the dark night, which did deceive them, 
but chiefly by my villany, which did confirm any 
(lander that Don John had made, away went Claudio 
enraged ; fwore, he would meet her as he was ap». 
pointed next morning at the Temple, and there be- 
fore the whole Congregation fhame her with what 
he faw o'er night, and fend her home again without 
a hufband. 

1 Watch. We charge you in the Prince's name, 
ftand. 

2 Watch. Call up the right mafter conftable ; we 
have here recovered the moft dangerous piece of le- 
chery that ever was known in the common-wealth. 

1 Watch. 
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i-Watch. And one Deformed is one of them ; I 
know him, he wears a lock. 

Conr. Matters, mailers, 

2 Watch. You'll be made bring Deformed forth, I 
warrant you. 

Conr. Matters, 

i Watch. Never fpeak; we charge you, let us obey 
you to go with us. 

Bora. We are like to prove a goodly Commodity, 
being taken up of thefe men's bills. 

Conr. A commodity in qu eft ion, I warrant you : 
.come, we'll obey you. [Exeunt* 

S C EN E VI. 

Hero' J Apartment in Leonato'i Houfe. 

Enter Hero, Margaret and Urfula. 

Hero. /^\ O O D Urfuia^ wake my coufin Beatrice, and 
vJJT defire her to rife. 

Urfu. I will, lady. 

Hero. And bid her come hither. 

Urfu. Well. 

Marg. Troth, I think, your other Rebato were bet- 
ter. 

Hero. No, pray thee, good Meg^ I'll wear this. 

Marg. By my troth, it's not fo good; and I war- 
rant, your coufin will fay fo. 

Hero. My coufin's a fool, and thou art another. 
I'll wear none but this. 

Marg. I like the new tire within excellently, if the 
hair were a thought browner ; and your gown's a 
rnoft rare fafhion, i' faith. I faw the Dutchefs of Mi- 
lan's gown, that they praife fo. 

Hero. O, that exceeds, they fay. 

Marg. By my troth, it's but a night-gown in rc- 
fpecl of yours ; cloth of gold and cuts, and lae'd 

with 
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with filver, fet with pearls down*fleeves, fide-fleeves 
and fkirts, round underborne with a blueHh tinfel ; 
but for a fine, quaint, graceful and excellent faihion, 
your's is worth ten on't. 

Hero. God give me joy to weaT it, for my heart is 
exceeding heavy ! 

Marg. 'Twill be heavier foon by the weight of a 
man. 

Hero. Fie upon thee, art not afham'd ? 

Marg. Of what, lady? of fpeaking honourably? is 
not marriage honourable in a beggar ? is not your 
Lord honourable without marriage ? I think, you 
would have me fay (faving your reverence) a huf- 
band. If bad thinking do not wreft true fpeaking, 
I'll offend no body ; is there any harm in the hea- 
vier for a Hufband ? none, I think, if it be the right 
Hufband, and the right wife, otherwise 'tis light and 
not heavy ; aik my lady Beatrice elfe, here (he comes. 

SCENE VII. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Hero, /^l O O D morrow, coz. 

VT Beat. Good morrow, fweet Hero. 

Hero. Why, how now ? do you fpeak in the Tick 
tune ? 

Beat. I am out of all other tune, methinks. 

Marg. Clap us into Light 0' love; that goes with- 
out a burden ; do you fing it, and I'll dance it. 

Beat. Yes, Light 0* love with your heels ; then if 
your hufband have ftables enough, you'll look he 
ihall lack no barns. 

Marg. O illegitimate conftruclion ! I fcorn that 
with my heels. 

Beat. 'Tis almoftfive o'clock, coufin; 'tis time you 

were ready : by my troth, I am exceeding ill ; hey 

ho .' 

Marg. 
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Marg. For aJiawk, a horfe, or a hufband ? 

Beat. For the letter that begins them all, H. 

Marg, Well, if you be not turnd Turk^ there's no 
more failing by the ftar. 

Beat. What means the fool, trow ? 

Mar^. Nothing I, but God fend every one their 
heart's defire ! 

Hero. Thefe gloves the count fent me, they are an 
excellent perfume. 

Beat. I am ftufft, coufin, I cannot fmell. 

Marg. A maid, and ftufft ! there's goodly catching 
of cold. 

Beat. O, God help me, God help me, hpw long 
have you profeft apprehenfion ? 

Marg. Ever fince you left it ; doth not my wit 
become me rarely? 

Beat. It is not feen enough, you ihould wear it in 
your cap. By my troth, I am lick. 

Marg. Get you fome of this diftilTd Carduus Be- 
nedi&us,znd lay it to your heart; it is the only thing 
for a qualm. 

Hero. There thou prick'ft her with a thiftle. 
* Beat. 'BenediMus? why Benedi&us? you have fome 
moral in this Benedi&us. 

Marg. Moral ? no, by my troth, I have no moral 
meaning, I meant plain holy-thiftle: you may think, 
perchance, that I think you are in love ; nay, bir- 
lady, I am not fuch a fool to think what I lift; nor 
I lift not to think what I can-; nor, indeed, I can- 
not think, if I would think my heart out with think- 
ing, that you are in love, or that you will be in love, 
or that you can be in lave : yet Benedick was fuch 
another, and now he is become a man; he fwore, he 
would never marry; and yet now, in defpight of his 
heart, he eats his meat without grudging; and how 
you may be converted, I know not; but, methinks, 
you look with your eyes as other women do. 
Beat. What pace is this that thy tongue keeps ? 

Marg . 
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Marg. Not a falfe gallop. 

Urfu. Madam, withdraw; the Prince, the Count, 
Signior Benedick, Don John, and all the Gallants of 
the town are come to fetch you to church. 

Hero. Help to drefs me, good coz, good Meg, good 
W ula - [Exeunt. 

SCENE VIII. 

Another Apartment in Leonato'j Houfe. 
Enter Leonato, with Dogberry and Verges. 

Leon.'X XT HAT would you with me, honeft neigh- 
W bour? 

Dogb. Marry, Sir, I would have fome confidence 
with you, that decerns you nearly. 

Leon. Brief, I pray you; for, you fee, 'tis a bufy 
time with me. 

Dogb. fyfarry, this it is, Sir. 

Verg. Yes, in truth it is, Sir. 

Leon. What is it, my good friends ? 

Dogb. Goodman Verges, Sir, fpeaks a little of the 
matter; an old man, Sir, and his wits are not £q 
blunt, as, God help, I would defire they were ; but, in 
faith, as honeft as the fkin between his brows. 

Verg. Yes, I thank God, I am as honeft as any man 
living, that is an old man, and no hone Iter than I. 

Dogb* Companions are odorous; palabras, neigh- 
bour Verges. 

Leon. Neighbours, you arje tedious. 

Dogb. It pleafes your worfhip to fay fo, but we are 
the poor Duke's officers ; but, truly, for mine own 
part, if I were as tedious as a King, I could find in 
my heart to beftow it all of your worfhip. 
' Leon. All thy tedioufnefs on me, ha? 

Dogb. Yea, and 'twere a thoufand times more than 
'tis, fori hear as good exclamation on your worfhip 
as of any man in the city; and tho' I be but a poor 
man, I am glad to hear it. Verg. 
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Verg* And fo am I. 

Leon. I would fain know what you have to fay. 

Verg. Marry, Sir, our Watch to night, excepting 
your worfhip's prefence\ hath ta'en a couple of as ar- 
rant knaves as any in Mejfma. 

Dogb. A good old man, Sir; he will be talking, 
as they fay ; when the age is in, the wit is out; God 
help us, it is a world to fee: Well faid, i'faith, neigh- 
bour Verges, well, he's a good man; an two men ride 
an horfe, one muft ride behind; an honeft foul, 
i'faith, Sir, by my troth he is, as ever broke bread, 
but God is to be worfhipp'd; all (men are not alike, 
alas, good neighbour 1 

Leon. Indeed, neighbour, he comes toofhort of you. 

Dogb. Gifts, that God gives. 

Leon. I mult leave you. 

Dogb. One word, Sir; our Watch have, indeed, 
comprehended two aufpicious perfons ; and we would 
have them this morning examined before your wor- 
ftiip. . 

Leon. Take their examination yourfelf, and bring 
it me: I am now in great hafte, as may appear unto 
you. • * 

Dogb. It (hall be fuffigance. 

Leon. Drink fome wine ere you go : fare you well. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Me/f. My lord, they ftay for you to give your daug- 
ter to her hufband. * 

Leon. Til wait upon them. I am ready. [Ex. Leon. 

Dogb. Go, good Partner, go get you to Ftancis Sea- 
cole, bid him bring his pen and inkhorn to the jail; 
we are now to examine thofe men. 

Verg. And we muft do it wifely. 

Dogb. We will fpare for no wit, I warrant ; here's 
That {hall drive fome of them to a noncome. Only 
get the learned writer to fet down our excommuni- 
cation, and meet me at the Jail. [Exeunt. 

ACT 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 

A C H U R C H.< 

Enter D. Pedro, D. John, Leonato, Friar, Claudio, 
Benedick, Hero, and Beatrice. 

Leonato. 

COME, friar Francis^ be brief, only to the plain 
form of marriage, and you mall recount their 
particular duties afterwards. 

Friar* You come hither, my Lord, to marry this 
lady ? 

Claud. No. 

Leon. To be marryM to her, friar, you come to 
marry her. 

Friar. Lady, you come hither to be marry'd to 
this Count? 

Hero. I do. 

Friar. If either of you know any inward impedi- 
ment why you mould not be conjoin'd, I charge you 
on your fouls to utter it. 

Claud. Know you any, Hero? 

Hero. None, my Lord. 

Friar. Know you any, Count? ' 

Leon. I dare make his anfwer, none. 

Claud. O what men dare do ! what men may do ! 
what Men daily do ! not knowing what they do ! 

Bene. How now? Interje&ions ? why, then fome 
be of laughing, as ha, ha, he! 

Claud. Stand thee by, friar: father, by your leave; 
Will you with free and unconftrained loul 
-Give me this maid your daughter? 

Leon. As freely, fon, as God did give her me. 

V0L.IL H Claud. 
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Claud. And What have I to give you back, whofe 
worth 
May counterpoise this rich and precious gift? 

Pedro, Nothing, unlefs you render her again. 

Claud. Sweet Prince, you learn me noble thank- 
fulnefs : 
There, Leonato* take her back again ; 
Give not this rotten orange to your friend. 
She's but the fign and femblance of her honour ; 
Behold, how like a maid fhe bluflies here ! 
O, what authority and (hew of truth 
Can cunning fin cover itfelf withal ! 
Comes not that blood, as modeft evidence, 
To witnefs fimple virtue? would you not fwear, 
All you that fee her, that fhe were a maid, 
By thefe exterior fhews ? but me h none : 
She knows the heat of a luxurious bed ; 
Her blufh is guiltinefs, not modefty, 

Leon. What do you mean, my Lord ? 

Gaud. Not to be marry 'd, 
Not knit my foul to an approved Wanton. 

Leon. Dear my Lord, if you in your own approof 
Have vanquifh a the refiftance of your youth, 
And made defeat of her virginity — — 

Claud. I know what you would fay: if I have 
known her, 
You'll fay, fhe did embrace me as a hufband, 
And fo extenuate the forehand fin. 
No, Lconato, 

I never tempted her with word too large 5 
But, as a brother to his filler, fhew'd 
Bafhful fincerity, and comely love. 

Hero. And feem'd I ever otherwife to you ? 

Claud. Out on thy feeming ! * I will write againft it; 
You feem to me as Dian in her orb, 
As chafte as is the bud ere it be blown: 

* J will write againft it;] What? a Libel? Nonfeofe. We fhould 
Tcad, /u/itf rate againft it, i, e. rail or revile. 

But 
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But you are more intemperate in your blood 
Than Venus, or thofe pamper'd animals 
That rage in favage fenfuality. 

Hero. Is my lord well, that he doth fpeak fo wide ? 

Leon. Sweet Prince, why fpeak not you ? 

Pedro. What mould I fpeak ? 
I ftand difhonour'd, that have gone about 
To link my dear friend to a common Stale. 

Leon. Are thefe things fpoken, or do I but dream? 

John. Sir, they are fpoken, and thefe things are true. 

Bene. This looks not like a Nuptial. 

Hero. True ! O God ! 

Claud. Leonato, ftand I here ? 
Is this the Prince ? Is this the Prince's Brother ? 
Is this face Hero's ? are our eyes our own ? 

Leon. All this is fo; butwitat of this, my lord? 

Claud. Let me but move one queftion to your 
daughter, 
And, by that fatherly and kindly power 
That you have in her, bid her anfwer truly. 

Leon. I charge thee do fo, as thou art my child. 

Hero. O God defend me, how am I befet \ 
"What kind of catechizing call you this? 

Claud. To make you anfwer truly to your name* 

Hero. Is it not Hero ? who can blot that name 
With any juft reproach ? 

Claud. Marry, that can Hero ; 
Hero herfelf can blot out Hero's virtue. 
What man was he talk'd with you yefternight 
Out at your window betwixt twelve and one ? 
Now, if you are a maid, anfwer to this. 

Hero. I talk'd with no man at that hour, my Lord, 

Pedro. Why, then yoli are no maiden. Leonato, 
I am forry, you muft hear; upon mine Honour, 
Myfelf, my Brother, and this grieved Count 
Did fee her, hear her, at that hour laft night 
Talk with a ruffian at her chamber-window ; 

Ha Who 
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Who hath, indeed, * like an illiberal villain, 
Con fiefs' d the vile encounters they have had 
A thoufand times in fecret. 

John, Fie, fie, they are not to be nam'd, my Lord, 
Not to be fpoke of; 

There is not chaftity enough in language, 
Without offence, to utter them: thus, pretty lady, 
I am forry for thy much mifgovernment. 

Claud. O Hero ! what a Hero hadft thou been, 
If half thy Outward graces had been plac'd 
About the thoughts and counfels of thy heart? 
But fare thee well, moft foul, moft fair ! farewel 
Thou pure impiety, and impious purity ! 
For thee I'll lock up all the gates of love, 
And on my eyelids fl&all Conje&ure hang, 
To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm; 
And never fhall it more be gracious. 

Leon. Hath no man's dagger here a point for me ? 

Beat. Why, how now, cpufin, wherefore fink you 
dpwn ? 

John. Come, let us go; thefe things, come thus 
to light, 
Smother her fpirits up. 

[Exeunt D. Pedro, D. John and Claud* 

SCENE IL 

Btne.TJ O W doth the lady ? 

XX Beat. Dead, I think ; help, uncle, 
Hero ! why, Hero ! uncle ! Signior Benedick ! friar! 

Leon. O fate! take not away thy heavy hand; 
Death is the faireft cover for her fiiame, 
That may be wtfh'd for. 

Beat. How now, coulin Hero? 

Friar. Have comfort, Lady. 

Leon. Doft thou look up ? 

* moft like a liberal villain,] We fhould read, like an illiberal vil- 
lain* 

Leon, 
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Leon. Wherefore? why,, doth not every earthly 
thing 
Cry fliame upon her? could Ihe here deny 
The ftory that is printed in her biood ? 
Do not live, Hero^ do not ope thine eyes : 
For did I think, thou wouldft not quickly die, 
Thought I, thy fpirits were ftronger than thy flaames r 
Myfelf would on the rereward of reproaches 
Strike at thy life. Griev'd I, I had but one? 
Chid I for That at frugal nature's 'fraine? 
I've one too much by thee. Why had I one? 
Why ever waft thou lovely in my eyes ? 
Why had I not, with charitable hand, 
Took up a beggar's iffue at my gates ? 
Who fmeered thus, and mir'd with infamy, 
I might have faid, no part of it is mine; 
This fliame derives itfelf from unknown loins z 
But mine, as mine I lov'd, as mine I prais'd, 
As mine that I was proud on, mine fo much, 
That I myfelf was to myfelf not mine, 

Valuing of her ; why, ihe, -O, flie is faU'r* 

Into a pit of ink, that the wide fea 
Hath drops too few to wafh her clean again v 
And fait too little, which may feafon give 
To her foul tainted flefh ! 

Bene. Sir, Sir, be patient ; 
For my part* I am fo attir'd in wonder, 
I know not what to fay. 

Beat. O, on my foul, my coufin isbely'd. 

Bene. Lady, were you her bedfellow laft night? 

Beat. No, truly, not; altho 1 until laft night 
1 have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow. 

Leon. Connxm'd, confirm' d ! O, That is ftronger 
made, 
Which was before barr'd up with ribs of iron. 
Would the; two Princes lie? and Claudio lie? 
Who lov'd her fo, that, fpeaking of her foulnefs, 
Wafli'd it with tears? hence from her, let her die. 

H 3 Friar. 
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Friar. Hear me a little, 
For I have only been filent fo long, 
And given way unto this courfe of fortune, 
By noting of the lady. I have mark'd 
A thoufand blulhing apparitions 
To ft art into her face ; a thoufand innocent fhames 
In angel whitenefs bear away thofe blufties ; 
And in her eye there hath appear'd a fire, 
To burn the errors that thefe Princes hold 
Againft her maiden truth. Call me a fool, - 
Truft not my reading, nor my observations, 
"Which with experimental feal do warrant 
The tenour of my book ; truft not my age, 
My reverence, calling, nor divinity, 
If this fweet lady lie not guihlefs here 
Under fome biting error. 

Leon. Friar, it cannot be ; 
Thou feeft, that all the grace, that (he hath left* 
Is, that flie will not add to her damnation 
A fin of perjury 5 flie not denies it: 
Why feek'ft thou then to cover with excufe 
That, which appears in proper nakednefs? 

Friar. Lady, what man is he you are accus'd of ? 

Hero. They know, that do accufe me; I know 
none: 
If I know more of any man alive, 
Than that which maiden modefty doth warrant, 
Let all my fins lack mercy ! O my father, 
Prove you that any man with me convers'd 
At hours unmeet, or that I yefternight 
Maintaind the change of words with any creature, 
Refufe me, hate me, torture me to death. 

Friar. There is fome ftrange mifprifion in the 
Princes. 

Bene. Two of them have the very bent of honour, 
And if their wifdom be mif-led in this, 
The Praflice of it lives in John the baftard, 
Whofe fpirits toil in frame of villanies. 

Leon. 
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Leon. I know not : if they fpeak but truth of her, 
Thefe hands (hall tear her; if they wrong her honour, 
The proudeft of them fhall well hear of it. 
Time hath not yet fo dry'd this blood of mine, 
Nor age to eat up my invention, 
Nor fortune made fuch havock of my means, 
Nor my bad life reft me fo much of friends, 
But they fhall find awak'd, in fuch a kind, 
Both ftrength of limb, and policy of mind, 
Ability in means, and choice of friends, 
To quit me of them throughly. 

Friar. Paufe a while, 
And let my counfel fway you in this cafe. 
Your daughter here the Princes' left for dead ; 
Let her awhile be fecretly kept in, 
And publifh it, that ihe is dead, indeed: 
Maintain a mourning often tation, 
And on your family's old Monument 
Hang mournful Epitaphs, and do all rites 
That appertain unto a burial. [do ? 

Leon. What (hall become of this ? what will this 

Friar. Marry, this, well carry'd, (hall on her behalf 
Change dander to remorfe ; that is fome good : 
But not for that dream I on this Orange courfe, 
But on this travel look for greater birth : 
She dying, as it muft be fo maintained, 
Upon the inftant that (he was accused 
Shall be lamented, pity'd, and excus'd, 
Of every hearer : for it fo falls out, 
That what we have we prize not to the worth, 
Whiles we enjoy it ; but being lack'd and loft, 
Why, then we rack the value ; then we find 
The virtue that pofleflion would not (hew us 
Whilft it was ours ; fo will it fare with Claudio : 
When he (hall hear (he dy'd upon his words, 
Th" 1 idea of her Life (hall fweetly creep 
Into his ftudy of imagination, 
And every lovely organ of her life 

H 4 Shall 
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Shall come apparel'd in more precious habit ; 

More moving, delicate, and full of life, 

Into the eye and profpeft of his foul, 

Than when me liv'd indeed. Then {hall he mourn, 

If ever -love had intereft in his liver, 

And wi(h, he had not fo accufed her ; 

No, though he thought his accufation true : 

Let this be fo, and doubt not, but fuccefs 

Will fafhion the event in better fhape 

Than I can lay it down in likelihood. 

But if all Aim but this be JevelFd falfe, 

The fuppofition of the lady's death 

Will quench the wonder of her infamy. 

And, if it fort not well, you may conceal her, 

As beft befits her wounded reputation, 

In fome reclufive and religious life, 

Out of all eyes, tongues, minds, and injuries. 

Bene. Signior Leonato, let the Friar advife you : 
And though, you know, my inwardnefs and love 
Is very much unto the Prince and Claudio^ 
Yet, by mine honour, I will deal in this 
As fecretly and juftly as your foul 
Should with your body. 

Leon. Being that I flow in grief, 
The fmalleft twine may lead me. 

Friar. 'Tis well consented, prefently away ; 

For to ftrange fores, ftrangcly they ft rain the cure. 
Come, lady, die to live ; this wedding day, 

Perhaps, is but prolong'd : have patience and 
endure. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

Manent Benedick and Beatrice. 

Bene. T A D Y Beatrice, have you wept all this while ? 
JLi Beat. Yea, and I will weep a while longer. 
Bene. I will not defire that. 
Beat. You have no reafon, I do it freely. 

Bene. 
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Bene. Surely, I do believe, your fair coufin is 
wrong' d. 

Beat. Ah, how much might the man deferve of 
me, that would right her ! 

Bene. Is there any way to fliew fuch friendship ? 

Beat. A very even way, but no fuch friend. 

Bene. May a man do it ? 

Beat. It is a man's office, but not yours. 

Bene. I do love nothing in the world fo well as 
you ; is not that ftrange ? 

Beat. As ftrange as the thing I know not ; it were 
as poffible for me to fay, I loved nothing fo well as 
you ; but believe me not ; and yet I lie not ; I con- 
fefs nothing, nor I deny nothing* I am forry for 
xny coufin. 

Bene. By my fword, Beatrice, thou lov'ft me. 

Beat. Do not fwear by it, and eat it. 

Bene. I will fwear by it that you love me ; and I 
will make him eat it, that fays, I love not you* 

Beat. Will you not eat your word ? 

Bene. With no fauce that can be devis'd to it ; I 
proteft, I love thee. 

Beat. Why then, God forgive me. 

Bene. What offence, fweet Beatrice ? 

Beat. You have ftay'd me in a happy hour ; I was 
about to proteft, I lav r d you. 

Bene. And do it with all thy heart. 

Beat. I love you with fo much of my heart r that 
none is left to proteft. 

Bene. Come, bid me do any thing for thee. 

Beat. Kill Claudia. 

Bene. Ha ! not for the wide world. 

Beat. You kill me to deny ; faxewel. 

Bene. Tarry, fweet Beatrice. 

Beat. I am gone, tho' I am here ; there is no love* 
•in you ; nay, I pray you, let me go. 

Bene. Beatrice, 

Beat. In faith, I will go. 

H 5 Bene. 
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Bene. We'll be friends firft. 

Beat. You dare eafier be friends with me, than 
fight with mine enemy. 

Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy ? 

Beat. Is he not approved in the height a villain, 
that hath flander'd, fcorn'd, difhonour'd my kinf- 
woman ! O, that I were a man ! what ! bear her in 
hand until they come to take hands, and then with 
public accufation, uncover'd flander, unmitigated 
rancour — O God, that I were a man ! I would eat 
his heart in the market-place. 

Bene. Hear me, Beatrice. 

Beat. Talk with a man out at a window ? — a pro- 
per faying ! 

Bene. Nay, but Beatrice. 

Beat. Sweet Hero ! ftie is wrongM, fhe is flander"d, 
fhe is undone. 

Bene. Beat. 

Beat. Princes and Counts ! furely, a princely testi- 
mony, a goodly count-comfeft, a fweet gallant, fure- 
ly I O that I were a man for his fake ! Or that I^had 
any friend would be a man for my fake ! but man- 
hood is melted into curtefies, valour into compli- 
ment, and men are only turn'd into tongue, and 
trim ones too ; he is now as valiant as Hercules, that 
only tells a lie, and fwears it : I cannot be a man 
with wifhing, therefore I will die a woman with 
grieving. 

Bene. Tarryj good Beatrice ; by this hand, I love 
thee. 

Beat m Ufe it for my love fome other way than 
fwearing by it. 

Bene. Think you in your foul, the Count Claudio 
hath wrong'd Hero? 

Beat. Yea, as fure as I have a thought or a foul. 

Bene. Enough, I am engag'd ; I will challenge 
him, I will kifs your hand, and fo leave you ; by 
this hand, Claudio fhall render me a dear account ; 

as 
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as you hear of me, fo think of me ; go comfort your 
coufin ; I muft fay, flie is dead, and fo farewel. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE IV. 

Changes to a Prifon. 

Enter Dogberry, Verges, Borachio, Conrade, the 
Town-Clerk and Sexton in Gowns. 

To. C/.TS our whole diffembly appear'd ? [ton ! 
X Dogb. O, a flool and a cufhion for the fex- 

Sexton. Which be the malefactors ? 

Verg. Marry, that am I and my Partner. 

Dogb. Nay, that's certain, we have the exhibition 
to examine. 

Sexton. But which are the offenders that are to be 
examined ? let them come before matter con ft able. 

To. CI. Yea, marry, let them come before me ; 
what is your name, friend ? 

Bora. Borachio. 

To. CI. Pray, write down, Borachio. Yours, Sirrah? 

Conr. I am a gentleman, Sir, and my flame is 
Conrade. 

To. CI. Write down, matter gentleman Conrade ; 
matters, do you ferve God ? 

Both. Yea, Sir, we hope. 

To. CI. Write down, that they hope they ferve 
God : and write God firft : for God defend,, but 

God fhould go before fuch villains. Matters, it 

is proved already that you are little better than falfe 
knaves, and it will go near to be thought fo fhortly ; 
how anfwer you for yourfelves ? 

Conr. Marry, Sirs, we fay, we are none. 

To. CI. A marvellous witty fellow, I aflure you, 
but I will go about with him. Come you hither, 
firrah, a word in your ear, Sir; I fay to you, it is 
thought you are both falfe knaves, 

H 6 Bene. 
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Bora, Sir, I fay to you, we are none. 

To. CI. Well,ftand afide ; 'fore God, they are both 
in a tale ; have you writ down, that they are none ? 

Sexton. Mafter town-clerk, you go not the way to 
examine, you muft call the watch that are their ac- 
cusers. 

To. CI. Yea, marry, that's the defteft way, let the 
Watch come forth ; matters, I charge you in the 
"Prince's name accufe thefe men. 

Enter Watchmen. 

1 Watch. This man faid, Sir, that Don John the 
Prince's brother was a villain. 

To. CI. Write down, Prince 'John a villain ; why 
this is flat perjury, to call a Prince's brother villain. 

Bora. Mafter town-clerk 

To. CI. Pray thee, fellow, Peace; I do not like thy 
look, I promife thee. 

Sexton. What heard you him fay elfe ? 

2 Watch. Marry, that he had receiv'd a thoufand 
ducats of Don jfoAn, for accufing the lady Hero 
wrongfully. 

To. CI. Flat burglary, as fever was committed. 
Dogb. Yea, by th' mafs, that it is. 
Sexton. What elfe, fellow ? 

1 Watch. And that Count Claudio did mean, upon 
his words, to difgrace Hero before the whole affem- 
tjly, and not marry her. 

To. CI. O villain ! thou wilt be condemn' d into 
cverlafting redemption for this. 
Sexton. What elfe ? 

2 Watch. This is all. 

Sexton. And this is more, matters, than you can 
deny. Prince John is this morning fecretly ftoll'n 
away : Hero was in this manner accus'd, and in this 
very manner refus'd, and upon the grief of this fud- 
denly dy'd. Mafter Conftable, let thefe men be 

bqund 
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bound and brought to Leonato ; I will go before, and 
fhew him their examination. 

Dogb. Come, let them be opinion'd. 

* Sexton. Let them be in hand. [Exit, 

Conr. Off, Coxcomb. 

Dogb. God's my life, where' s the Sexton ? let him 
write down the Prince's officer Coxcomb: come, bind 
them, thou naughty varlet. 

Conr. Away ! you are an afs, you are an afs. > 

Dogb . Doft thou not fufped my place ? doft thou 
not fufpeft my years ? O, that he were here to write 
me down an afs ! but, mailers, remember, that I am 
an afs ; though it be not written down, yet forget 
not that Tarn an afs ; no, thou villain, thou art full 
of piety, as mail be prov'd upon thee by good wit- 
ness ; I am a wife fellow, and which is more, an 
officer ; and which is more, an houflioldeT ; and 
which is more, as pretty a piece of flem as any in 
Meffina, and one that knows the law ; go to, and a 
rich fellow enough ; go to, and a fellow that hath 
had loffes ; and one that hath two gowns, and every 
thing handfome about him ; bring him away ; O, 
that I had been writ down an afs ! [Exeunt. 



ACT V. SCENE I. 

Before Leonato\s Houfe. 

Enter Leonato and Antonio. 

Antonio. 
F you go on thus, you will kill yourfelf ; 



X And 'tis not wifdom thus to fecond grief 
Againft yourfelf. Leon. 

# Sexton. Let them be in the hands of Coxcomb, ] So the Editions. 
Mr. Theobald gives the Words to Conrade, and fays, But why the Sex- 
ton Jhould be Jo pert upon his Brother OJJiccrs, there feems no Re a/on from 

any 
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Leon. I pray thee, ceafe thy counfel. 
Which falls into mine ears as profitless 
As water in' a fieve ; give not me counfel, 
Nor let no Comforter delight mine ear, 
But fuch a one whofe wrongs do fuit with mine. 
Bring me a father, that fa lov'd his child. 
Whofe joy of her is overwhelmed like mine, 
And bid him fpeak of patience ; 
Meafure his woe the length and breadth of mine, 
And let it anfwer every ftrain for {train : 
As thus for thus, and fuch a grief for fuch, 
In every lineament, branch, fhape and form. 
If fuch a one will fmile and ftroke his beard, 
And Sorrow waive; cry, hem! when me mould groan; 
Patch grief with proverbs ; make misfortune drunk 
With candle-wafters ; bring him yet to me, 
And I of him will gather patience. 
But there is no fuch man ; for, brother, men 
Can counfel, and give comfort to that grief 
Which they themfelves not feel; but tailing it, 
Their counfel turns to paflion, which before 
Would give preceptial medicine to rage ; 
Fetter ftrong madnefs in a filken thread ; 
Charm ach with air, and agony with words. ' 
No, no ; 'tis all men's office to fpeak patience 
To thofe, that wring under the load of forrow ; 
But no man's virtue, nor fufficiency, 
To be fo moral, when he fhall endure 
The like himfelf ; therefore give me no counfel ; 
My griefs cry louder than advertifement. 

Ant. Therein do men from children nothing differ. 

Leon. I pray thee, peace ; I will be flefh and 
blood ; 

anyfuperior Qualifications in him ; or any fufpicion he Jhews of knotting 
their Ignorance. This is ft range. The Sexton throughout thews as 
good Sen fc in their Examination as any Judge upon the Bench 
could do. And as to his Sufpicion of their Ignorance, he tells the Town* 
Clerk, that he goes not the Way to examine. 

For 
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For there was never yet philofopher, 
That could endure the tooth-ach patiently ; 
* However they have writ the ftyle of Gods, 
+ And made a pifh at chance and fufferance. 

Ant. Yet bend not all the harm upon yourfelf : 
Make thofe, that do offend you, fuffer too. 

Leon. There thou fpeak'ft reafon ; nay, I will do fo. 
My foul doth tell me, Hero is bely'd ; 
And that {hall Claudio know, fo mail the Prince ; 
And all of them, that thus diflaonour her. 

s c E N E 11. 

Enter Don Pedro, and Claudio. 

Ant. T TERE comes the Prince and Claudio haftily. 
XjL Pedro. Good den, good den. 

Claud. Good day to both of you. 

LeOn. Hear you, my lords ? 

Pedro. We have fome hafle, Leonato. 

Leon. Some hafte, my lord ! well, fare you well, 
my lord. 
Are you fo hafty now ? well, all is one. 

Pedro. Nay, do not quarrel with us, good old man; 

Ant. If he could right himfelf with quarrelling, 
Some of us would lie low. 

Claud. Who wrongs him ? 

Leon. Marry, thou doll wrong me, thou diffembler, 
thou! 
Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy fword, 
I fear thee not. • 

Claud. Marry, befhrew my hand, 
If it mould give your age fuch caufe of fear; 
In faith, my hand meant nothing to my fword. 

* However they have writ the ftyle of Gods,] This alludes to the 
extravagant Titles the Stoics gave their wife Man. 

i And made a pijh at chance and fufferance.] Alludes to their fa- 
mous Apathy. 

Leon. 
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Leon. Tufh, tufli, man, never fleer and jeft at mc, 
I fpeak not like a dotard, nor a fool ; 
As, under privilege of age, to brag 
What I have done being young, or what would do, 
Were I not old : know, Claudio, to thy head, 
Thou haft fo wrong'd my innocent child and roe, 
That I am forc'd to lay my reverence by ; 
And, with grey hairs, and bruife of many days, 
Do challenge thee to trial of a man; 
I fay, thou haft bely'd mine innocent child, 
Thy (lander hath gone through and through her 
And (he lies bury'd with her anceftors, [heart ; 

O, in a tomb where never fcandal flept, 
Save this 6f hers, fram'd by thy villany ! 

Claud. My villany ? 

Leon. Thine, Claudio; thine, I fay. 

Pedro. You fay not right, old man. 

Leon. My lord, my lord, 
HI prove it on his body, if he dare; 
Defpight his nice fence and his a&ive practice, 
His May of youth, and bloom of luftyhood. 

Claud. Away, I will not have to do with you. 

Leon. Canft thou fo doffe me ? thou haft kill'd my 
child; 
If thou kilFft me, boy, thou (halt kilt a man. 

* Ant. He fhall kill two of us, and men indeed; 
But that's no matter, let him kill one firft ; 

* Ant. Hejhall kill two of us, 8cc] This Brother Anthony is the 
trucft Pi&ure imaginable of human Nature- He had affumed the 
'Chara&er of a Sage to comfort his Brother, o'erwhelm'd with Grief 
for his only Daughter's Affront and Difhonour; and had fevcrely 
reproved him for not commanding his Paflion better on fo trying an 
Occafion. Yet, immediately after this, no fooner does he begin to 
fufpeft that his Age and Valour are flighted, but he falls into the mod 
intemperate Fit of Rage himfelf : and all his Brother can do or fay 
is not of power to pacify him. This is copying Nature with a Pe- 
netration and Exa&nefs of Judgment peculiar to Shake/pear. As to 
the Exprelfion, too, of his Paflion, nothing can be more highly 
painted. 

Wia 
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Win me and wear me? let him anfwer me ; 
Come, follow me, boy; come, boy, follow me; 
Sir boy, Til whip you from your foining fence ; 
Nay, as I am a gentleman, I will. 

Leon. Brother, [Neice; 

Ant. Content yourfelf; God knows, I lov'd my 
And fhe is dead, flander'd to death by villains, 
That dare as well anfwer a man, indeed, 
As I dare take a ferpent by the tongue. 
Boys, apes, braggarts, jacks, milkfops ! 

Leon. Brother Anthony — — 

Ant. Hold you content ; what, man ? I know 
them, yea, 
And what they weigh, even to the utmoft fcruple : 
Scambling, out-facing, fafhion-mongring boys, 
That lie, and cog, and flout, deprave and flander, 
Go untidy, and fhow an outward hideoufnefs, 
And fpeak off half a dozen dangerous words, 
How they might hurt their enemies, if they durft ; 
And this is all. • v 

Leon. But, brother Anthony^ — 

Ant. Come, 'tis no matter; 
Do not you meddle, let me deal in this. 

Pedro. Gentlemen both, * we will not wrack yout 
patience. 
My heart is forry for your daughter's death ; 
But, on my Honour, me was charg'd with nothing 
But what was true, and very full of proof. 

Leon. My lord, my lord 

Pedro. I will not hear you. 

Leon. No ! come, brother, away, I will be heard. 

Ant. And fliall, or fome of us will fmart for it. 

[Exeunt ambo. 

* we will not wzkc your patience.'} This conveys a Sentiment that 
the Speaker would by no Means have implied, That the Patience 
of the two Old Men was not exercifed, but aflecp, which upbraids 
them for Infenfibility under their Wrong. Shake/pear mult have 
wrote We will not wrack, i. #. deftroy your Patience by tan- 
talizing you. 

SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

Enter Benedick. 

Pedro. QEE, fee, here comes the man we went to 
|J feek. 

Claud. Now, Signior, what news ? 

Bene. Good day, my lord. 

Pedro. Welcome, Signior; you are almoft come 
td part almoft a fray. 

Claud. We had like to have had our two nofes 
fnapt off with two old men without teeth. 

Pedro. Leonato and his brother; what think 1 ft thou? 
had we fought, I doubt, we fhould have been too 
young for them. 

Bene. In a falfe quarrel there is no true valour : I 
came to feek you both. 

Claud. We have been up and down to feek thee ; 
for we are high-proof melancholy, and would fain 
have it beaten away : wilt thou ufe thy wit ? 

Bene. It is in my fcabbard ; fhall I draw it ? 

Pedro. Doft thou wear thy wit by thy fide ? 

Claud. Never any did fo, though very many have 
been befide their wit. I will bid thee draw, as we 
do the minftrels ; draw, to pleafure us. 

Pedro. As I am an honeft man, he looks pale : art 
thou fick or angry ? 

Claud. What ! courage, man : what tho' care kill'd 
a cat, thou haft mettle enough in thee to kill care. 

Bene. Sir, I fhall meet your wit in the career, if 
you charge it againft me. — I pray you, chufe an- 
other fubjeft. 

Claud. Nay, then give him another ftaff; this laft 
was broke crofs. 

Pedro. By this light, he changes more and more : 
I think, he be angry, indeed. 

Claud. If he be, he knows how to turn his girdle. 

Bene. Shall I fpeak a word in your ear ? 

Claud. 
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Claud. God blefs me from a challenge ! 

Bene. You are a villain ; I jeft not. I will make 
it good how you dare, with what you dare, and when 
you dare. Do me right, or I will proteft your cow- 
ardife. You have kill'd a fweet lady, and her death 
fliall fall heavy on you. Let me hear from you. 

Claud. Well, I will meet you, fo I may have good 
cheer. 

Pedro. What, a feaft? 

Claud. I'faith, I thank him ; he hath bid me to a 
calves-head and a capon, the which if I do not carve 
mod curioufly, fay, my knife's naught.** Shall I not 
find a woodcock too ? 

Bene. Sir, your wit ambles well ; it goes eafily. 

Pedro. I'll tell thee, how Beatrice prais'd thy wit 
the other day : I faid, thou hadft a fine wit ; right, 
fays (he, a fine little one ; no, faid I, a great wit ; 
juft, faid flie, a great grofs one ; nay, faid I, a good 
wit ; juft, faid flie, it hurts no body ; nay, faid I, 
the gentleman is wife ; certain, faid fhe, a wife gen- 
tleman ; nay, faid I, he hath the tongues ; that I 
believe, faid (he, for he fwore a thing to me on Mon- 
day night, which he forfwore on Tuefday morning ; 
there's a double tongue, there's two tongues. Thus 
did {he an hour together trans-fhape thy particular 
virtues ; yet, at laft, {he concluded with a ugh, thou 
wail the propereft man in Italy. 

Claud. For the which {he wept heartily, and faid, 
{he car'd not. 

Pedro. Yea, that flie did ; but yet for all that, and 
if flie did not hate him deadly, flie would love him 
dearly ; the old man's daughter told us all. 

Claud. All, all; and moreover, God Jaw him when 
he was hid in the garden. 

Pedro. But when {hall we fet the favage bull's 
horns on the fenfible Benedick's head? 

Claud. Yea, and text underneath, Here dwells 
Benedick the married man. 

Bene. 
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Bene. Fare you well, boy, you know my mind ; 
I will leave you now to your goflip-like humour ; 
you break jefts as braggars do their blades, which, 
God be thank'd, hurt not. My lord, for your many 
courtefies I thank you ; I muft difcontinue your 
company ; your brother, the baftard, is fled from 
MeJJina; you have among you killed a fweet and in- 
nocent lady. For my lord lack-beard there, he and 
' I fliall meet ; and 'till then peace be with him I 

[Exit Benedick. 

Pedro. He is in earneft. 

Claud. In v *noft profound earneft, and, I'll warrant 
you, for the love of Beatrice. 

Pedro. And hath challeng'd thee ? 

Claud. Moft fincerely* 

Pedro. * What a pretty thing man is, when he goes 
in his doublet and hofe, and leaves off his wit ! 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Dogberry, Verges, Conrade and Borachio 

guarded. 

Claud. T T E is then a giant to an ape ; but then is 
JLjL an ape a dodor to fuch a man. 

Pedro. But, foft you, let me fee, pluck up my 
heart and be fad ; did he not fay, my brother was 
fled ? ' > 

Dogb. Come, you, Sir; if juftice cannot tame you, 
fhe fliall ne'er weigh more reafons in her balance ; 
nay, an you be a curling hypocrite once, you muft 
be look'd to. 

Pedro. How now, two of my brother's men bound ? 
Borachio, one? 

* What a pretty thing man is, when he goes in his doublet and hofe, and 
leaves off his wit!] It was efteemed a Mark of Levity and Want of 
becoming Gravity, at that Time, to go in the Doublet and Hofe, and 
leave ojf the Cloak, to which this well turn'd Exprejion alludes. The 
Thought is, that Love makes a Man as ridiculous, and expofes him 
as naked as being in the Doublet and Hofe without a Cloak. 

Claud. 
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Gaud. Hearken after their offence, my lord, 

Pedro, Officers, what offence have thefe men done? 

Dogb. Marry, Sir, they have committed falfe re- 
port ; moreover, they have fpoken untruths ; fecon- 
darily, they are flanders; fixth and laftly, they 
have bely'd a lady ; thirdly, they have verify'd un- 
juft things ; and, to conclude, they are lying knaves. 

Pedro. Firft, I afk thee what they have done; 
thirdly, I afk thee, what's their offence ; fixth and 
laftly, why they are committed; and, to conclude, 
what you lay to their charge ? 

Claud. Rightly reafon'd and in his own divifion; 
and, by my troth, there's one meaning well fuited. 

Pedro. Whom have you offended, matters, that you 
are thus bound to your anfwer? This learned con- 
ftable is too cunning to be underftood. What's your 
offence ? 

Bora. Sweet Prince, ret me go no further to mine 
anfwer: do you hear me, and let this Count kill me: 
I have deceiv'd even your very eyes; what your wif- 
doms could not difcover, thefe fhallow fools have 
brought to light, who in the night overheard me 
confefling tp this man, how Don John your brother 
incensM me to (lander the lady Hero; how you were 
brought into the orchard, and faw me court Marga- 
ret in Hero's garments ; how you difgrac'd her, when 
you mould marry her ; my villany they have upon 
record, which I had rather feal with my death, than 
repeat oVer to my fhame ; the lady is dead upon 
mine and my matter's falfe accufation; and briefly, 
I defire nothing but the reward of a villain. 

Pedro. Runs not this fpeech like iron through your 
blood ? 

Claud. I have drunk poifon, while he utter 1 d it. 

Pedro. But did my brother fet thee on to this ? 

Bora. Yea, and paid me richly for the practice of it. 

Pedro. He is compos'd and fram'd of treachery; 
A»d fled he is upon this villany. 

Claud. 
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V 

Claud. Sweet Hero! now thy image doth appear^ 
In the rare femblance that I lov'd it firft. 

Dogb. Come, bring "away the Plaintiffs ;• by this 
time, our Sexton hath reform'd Signior Leonato of 
the matter; and matters do not forget to fpecify, 
when time and place (hall ferve, that I am an afs. 

Verg. Here, here comes matter Signior Leonato, and 
the Sexton too. 

S C E N E V. 

Enter Leonato and Sexton. 

LeonJX 7f THIC H is the villain ? let me fee his eyes; 
V V That when I note another man like him, 
I may avoid him ; which of thefe is he ? 

Bora. If you would know your wronger, look on 
me. 

Leon. Art thou, art thou the flave, that with thy 
breath 
Haft kiird mine innocent child? 

Bora. Yea, even I alone. 

Leon. No, not fo, villain ; thou bely'ft thyfelf ; 
Here (land a pair of honourable men, 
A third is fled, that had a hand in it : 
I thank you, Princes, for my daughter's death; 
Record it with your high and worthy deeds ; 
'Twas bravely done, if you bethink you of it. 

Claud. I know not how to pray your patience, 
Yet I muft fpeak: chufe yo.ur revenge yourfelf; 
Impofe me to what penance your invention 
Can lay upon my fin; yet finn'd I not, 
But in miftaking. 

Pedro. By my foul, nor I ; 
And yet, to fatisfy this good old man, "" 
I would bend under any heavy weight, 
That he'll enjoyn me to. 

Leon. 
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Leon. You cannot bid my daughter live again, 
That were impoflible ; but, I pray you both, 
Poffefs the People in Meflina here 
How innocent flie dy'd ; and if your love 
Can labour aught in fad invention, 
Hang her an Epitaph upon her tomb, 
And fing it to her bones ; fing it to-night: 
To-morrow morning come you to my houfe, 1 " T ^ 
And fince you could not be my fon-in-law, 
Be yet my nephew; my brother hath a daughter, 
Almoft the copy of my child that's dead, 
And me alone is heir to both of us ; 
Give her the Right you fhould have given her Coufin, 
And fo dies my revenge. 

Claud. O noble Sir ! 
Your over-kindnefs doth wring tears from me : 
I do embrace your offer ; and difpofe 
For henceforth of poor Claudio. 

Leon. To-morrow then I will expec"l your Coming, 
To-night I take my leave. This naughty man 
Shall face to face be brought to Margaret, 
Who, I believe, was pack'd in all this wrong, 
Hir'd to it by your brother. 

Bora. No, by my foul, flie was not; 
Nor knew not what {he did, when fhe fpoke to me. 
But always hath been juft and virtuous, 
In any thing that I do know by her. 

Dogb. Moreover, Sir, which indeed is not under 
white and black, this plaintiff here, the offender, did 
-call me afs : I befeech you, let it be remember'd in 
his punilhment; and alfo the watch heard them talk 
of one Deformed : they fay, * he wears a key in his car, 

and 

* he wears a key in his ear, and a loci hanging by it; and borrows money 
in God's name* ] There could not be a pleafanter Ridicule on the Fa- 
ihion, than the Constable's Defcant on his own Blunder. They heard 
the Confpirators fatyrize the fafhhn; Whom they took to be a Man, 
firnamed, Deformed. This the Conftable applies with exquiute Hu- 
gnour to the Courtiers, in a Defcription of one of the moft fantafti- 

cal 
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and a lock hanging by it ; and borrows money in 
God's name, the which he hath us'd fo long, and ne- 
ver paid, that now men grow hard-hearted, and will 
lend nothing for God's fake. Pray you, examine him 
upon that point. 

Leon. I thank thee for thy care and honeft pains. 

Dogb. Your Worfliip fpeaks like a moft thankful 
and reverend youth; and I praife God for you. 

Leon. There's for thy pains. 

Dogb. God fave the foundation ! 

Leon. Go, I difcharge thee of thy prifoner ; and I 
thank thee. 

Dogb. I leave an errant knave with your Worfliip, 
which, I befeech your Worfhip, to correft yourfelf, 
for the example of others. God keep your Worfhip; 
I wifli your Worfhip well : God reftore you to health ; 
I humbly give you leave to depart; and if a merry 
meeting may be wifh'd, God prohibit it. Come, 
neighbour. [Exeunt. 

Leon. Until to-morrow morning, Lords, farewel. 

Ant. Farewel, my Lords ; we look for you to-mor- 
row. 

Pedro. We will not fail. 

Claud. To night I'll mourn with Hero. 

Leon. Bring you thefe fellows on, we'll talk with 
Margaret, 
How her acquaintance grew with this lewd fellow. 

[Exeunt feveraliy. 

SCENE VI. 

Changes to LeonatoV Horife* 
Enter Benedick, and Margaret. 
Bene.'Yy R A Y thee, fweet Miftrefs Margaret, deferve 
JL well at my hands, by helping me to the 
fpeech of Beatrice. ' 

c a l Fife ions of that Time, the Men's wearing Rings in their Ears, 
and indulging a favourite Lock of Hair which was brought before, 
and tied with Ribbons, and called a Lcvt-lock. 

Marg. 
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Marg. Will you then write me a fonnet in praife 
of my beauty ? 

Bene. In fo high a ftyle, Margaret, that no man 
living (hall come over it ; for, in moft comely truth, 
thou deferveft it. 

. Marg. To have no Man come over me? why mail 
I always keep above flairs? 

Bene. Thy wit is as quick as the greyhound's 
mouth, it catches. 

Marg. And yours as blunt as the fencer's foils, 
which hit, but hurt not. 

Bene. A moft manly wit, Margaret, it will not hurt 
a woman; and fo, 1 pray thee, call Beatrice ; I. give 
thee the bucklers. 

Marg. Give us the fwords 4 we have bucklers of 
our own. 

Bene. If you ufe them, Margaret, you mull put in 
the pikes with a vice, and they are dangerous wea- 
pons for maids. 

Marg. Well, I will call Beatrice to you, who, I 
think, hath legs. [Exit Margaret. 

Bene. And therefore will come. [Sings.] The God 
of love 9 that Jits above^ and knows me, and knows me, how 

pitiful I deferve, 1 mean, in finging ; but in lov- 

iHg, Leander the good fwimmer, Troilus the firft em- 
ployer of pandars, and a whole book fuilof thefequon- 
dam carpet-monger&, whofe names yet run fmoothly 
in the even road of a blank* verfe ; why, they were ne- 
ver fo truly turn'd over and over, as my poor felf, in 
love ; marry, I cannot fliew it in rhime; I have try'd; 
I can find out no rhime to lady but baby, an inno- 
cent's rhime; for J coin, horn, a hard rhime; for fchool, 
fool, a babbling rhime; very ominous endings.; no, 
I was not born under a rhiming planet, for 1 cannot 
woo in feftival terms. 
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SCENE VII. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Sweet Beatrice^ would' ft thou come when I call thee?- 
' Beat. Yea, Signior, and depart when you bid me. 
Bene. O, flay but 'till then. 

Beet. Then, is fpoken; fare you well now ; and yet 
ere I go, let me go with that I came for, which is, with, 
knowing what hath paft between you and Claudio. 

Bene. Only foul words, and thereupon I will kifs 
thee. 

Beat. Foul words are hut foul wind; and foul wind 
is but foul breath, and foul breath is noifame; there- 
fore I will depart unkift. 

Bene. Thou haft frighted the word out of its right 
fenfe, fo forcible is thy wit ; but, I muft tell thee 
plainly, Claitdio undergoes my challenge ; and either 
I muft Shortly hear from him, or I will fubfcribe him 
a coward ; and I pray thee, now tell me, for. which 
of my bad parts didft thou firft fall in love with me? 
Beat. For them all together ; which maintained fo 
politic a ftate of evil, that they will not admit any 
good part to intermingle with them, but for which 
of my good parts did you firft fuffer love for me ? 

Bene. Suffer love! a good epithet: I do fuffer 
love, indeed, for I love thee againft my will. 

Beat. In fpight of your heart, I think; alas .' poor 
heart, if you fpight it for my fake, I will fpight it 
for yours; for I will never love that, which my friend 
hates. 

Bene. Thou and I are too wife to woo peaceably. 
Beat. It. appears not in this conieifion ; there's 
not one wife man among twenty that will praife him- 
felf. 

Bene. An old, an old inftance, Beatrice, that liv'd 
in the time of good neighbours ; if a man do not 
erect in this age his own tomb ere he dies, he fhall 

live 
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live no longer in monuments, than the bells ring, 
and the widow weeps. 

Beat. And how long is that, think yon? 

Bene, Queftion ?- — why, an hour in clamour, and 
a quarter in rheum; therefore it is moft expedient 
for the wife, if Don worm (his confcience) find no 
impediment to the contrary, to be the trumpet of 
his own virtues, as I am to myfelf; fo much for 
praifing myfelf; who, I myfelf will bear witnefs, is 
praife-worthy ; and now tell me, how doth your 
Coufin? 

Beat. Very ill. 

Bene. And how do you ? 

Beat. Very ill too. 

Bene. Serve God, love me, and mend; there will 
I leave you too, for here comes one in hafte. 

Enter Urfula. 

Urfu. Madam, you muft come to your uncle ; yon- 
der' s old coil at home ; it is proved^ my lady Hero 
hath been falfely accus'd; the Prince and- Claudio 
mightily abusM ; and Don John is the author of all, 
who is fled and gone : will you come prefently ? 

Beat. Will you go hear this news, SignioT ? 

Bene. I will live in thy eyes, die in thy lap, and 
be bury'd in thy heart; and moreover I will go with 
thee to thy uncle. • [Exeunt. 

s c E.N E VIII. 

Changes to a Church. , c 

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, and Attendants with taperz 

. 

Claud. T'S this the monument of Leonatof 

A Attend. It is, my lord. • 

I2 EPITAPH. 
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EPITAPH. 

Done to death byjlanderous tongues 

Was the Hero, that here lies: . 
Death, in guerdon of her wrongs, 

Gives her fame which never dies. 
So the life, that dfd withfhame, 
Lives in death with glorious fame. 

Hang thou there upon the tomb, 

Praifng her when I am dumb. 

Claud. Now mufic found, and fing your folemn 
hymn. 

SONG. 

Pardon, Goddefs of the night, 
Thofe that flew thy virgin knight; 
For the which; with fongs of woe 9 
Round about her tomb they go. 
Midnight, afjijt our moan; 
Help us tofgh and groan 

Heavily, heavily: 
Graves, yawn and yield your dead, 
''Till death be uttered, 

Heavily, heavily. 

Gaud. Now unto thy bones good night ! 
Yearly will I do this Right. 

Pedro. Good morrow, matters, put your torches out; 
The wolves have preyM; and, look, the gentle 
day, 
Before the wheels of Phabus, round about 

Dapples the droufy eaft with fpots of grey : 
Thanks to you all, and leave us; fare you well. 
Claud. Good morrow, matters; each his feveral 

way. 
Pedro. Come, let us hence, and put on other weeds* 
And then to LeonaUfs we will go. 

Claut- 



Much Ado about Nothing. 173 

Claud. And Hymen now with luckier iffue fpeecfs, 
Than this, for whom we render' d up this woe ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IX. 

Changes to Leonato's Houfe. 

Enter Leonato, Benedick, Margaret, Urfula, Antonio, 

Friar, and Hero. 

friar. T^v I D I not tell you, me was innocent ? 

JLI Leon. So are the Prince and Claudio^ who 
accus'd her, 
Upon the error that you heard debated. 
But Margaret was in fome fault for this ; 
Although againft her will, as it appears, 
In the true courfe of all the queftion. 

Ant. Well ; I ara glad, that all things fort fo well. 

Bene. And fo am I, being elfe by faith enforced 
To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it. 

Leon. Well, Daughter, and you gentlewomen ail t 
Withdraw into a chamber by yourfelves. 
And when I fend for you, come hither mafk'd : 
The Prince and Claudio promis'd by this hour 
To vifit me; you know your office, brother, 
You muft be father to your brother's daughter, 
And give her to young Claudio, [Exeunt Ladies. 

Ant. Which I will do with confirm'd countenance. 

Bene. Friar, I muft intreat your pains, I think. 

Friar. To do what, Signior? 

Bene. To bind me, or undo me, one of them: 
Signior Leonato, truth it is, good Signior, 
Your neice regards me with an eye of favour. 

Leon. That eye my daughter lent her, 'tis moft 
true. 

Bene. And I do with an eye of love requite her. 

Leon. The fight whereof, I think, you had from me. 
From Claudio and the Prince; but what's your will? 

1 3 Bene. 
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Bent* Your anfwer, Sir, is enigmatical ; 
But for my .wjH, my will is, your good will 
May .ftand with ours, this day to be conjoined 
I 1 tn flate of honourable marriage ; 
In which, good Friar, I (hall defire your help. 

Leon. My heart is with your liking. 

Friar. And my help. * 

S C E N E X. 

Enter Don Pedro 'and Claudio, with Attendants. 

Pedro, /^i O O D morrow to this fair affembly. 

Vj Leon. Good morrow, Prince ; good mor- 
row, Claudia, 
We here attend you ; are you yet determin d 
To day to marry with my brot^ee'i daughter ? 

.Claud. I'll hold my mind, were ffa« an Ethiope, 

Leon, Cftft her forth, brother, here's the Frwr ready. 

[Exit Antonio* 

Pedro. Good morrdw, Benedick; why, what's the 
f ■: : - matter. 
That you have fuch a february-itce* 
So fall of froft, of ftorra and cloudinefs ? 

Claud. I think, he thinks upon the favage boll* 
Tu(h, fear not. man, we'll tip thy horns with gold, 
And fo all Europe (hall rejoice at thee ; 
As once Europa did at lufty Jove , 
When he would play the noble beaft in love. 

Bene. Bull Jove, Sir, had an amiable low, 
And fome fuch ftrangsbull leapt your father's cow ; 
And got a calf, in that fame noble feat, 
Much like to you; for you havejuft his bleat. 

SCENE XI. 

Enter Antonio, with Hero, Beatrice, Margaret, and 

Urfula, mqflCd. 

Claud. TT'OR this I owe you; here come other reck- 

JF nings. 
Which is the lady I mult feize upon ? Ant. 
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Ant. This fame is Ihe, and I do give you her. 
Claud. Why, then fhe's mine; Sweet, let me fee 
your face. 

Leon. No, that you lhall not, 'till you take her 
hand 
Before this Friar, and fvvear to marry her. 

Claud. Give me your hand;, before this holy Friar, 
. I am your hufband if you like of me. 

Hero. And when I liv d, I was your other wife. 

[Unma/king. 
And when you. lov'd, you were my other hufband. 

Claud. Another Hero? 

Hero. Nothing certainer. 
One Hero dy'd defil'd, but I do live; 
And, forely, as I live* I am a maid. 

Pedro. The former Hero! Hero, that is dead ! 

Leon. Shedy'd, my lord, but whiles her dander 
liv'd. 

Friar. All this amazement can I qualify. 
When, after thai the holy rites are ended, 
I'll, tell thee largely of fair Hero's deaths. 
Mean time let wander feesn familiar* 
And to the chapel let us prefcotly. 

Bene. Soft and fair, friar. Which is Beatrice t 

Beat* I anfwer to that name; what is your will > 

Bene. Do not you love me ? 

Beat. Why, no, no more than reafon. 

Bene. Why, then your Uncle, and the Prince, and 
Claudio, have been deceiv'd; they fwore, you did. 

Beat. Do not you love me? 

Bene. Troth, no, no more than reafon. 

Beat. Why, then my Coufin, Margaret and Urfula^ 
Have been deceiv'd ; for they did fwear, you did. 

Bene. They fwore, you were almoft lick for me. 

Beat. They fwore, you were well-nigh dead for me. 

Bene. 'Tis no matter ; then you do not love me ?* 

Beat. No, truly, but in friendly recompence- 

1 4 Leon. 



176 Much Ado abaut Nothing. 

Leon. Come, Coufin, I am Cure, you love the gen- 
tleman. 
Claud/ And Til be fworn upon't, that he loves her; 
For here's a paper written in his hand. 
A halting fonnet of his own pure brain, 
Fafhion'd to Beatrice. 

Hero. And here's another. 
Writ in my Coufin' s hand, ftolen from her pocket, 
Containing her affedion unto Benedick. 

Bene. A miracle ! here's our own hands againft our 
hearts; come, I will have thee ; but, by this light, I 
take thee for pity. 

Beat. I would not deny you ; but, by this good 
day, I yield upon great perfuafion, and partly to 
fave your life ; for as I was told, you were in a con- 
fumption. ' 

Bene. Peace, I will ftop your mouth. 

[Kijfing her. 
Pedro. How doft thou, Benedick, the married man? 
Bene. I'll tell thee what, Prince; a College of wit- 
crackers cannot flout me out of my humour: doft 
thou think, I care for a fatire, or an epigram? no: 
if a man will be beaten with brains, he mail wear no- 
thing handfome about him ; in brief, fince I do 
purpofe to marry, I will think nothing to any pur- 
pofe that the world can fay a gain ft it; and therefore 
never flout at me, for what I have faid againft it; for 
man is a giddy thing, and this is my conciufion ; 
for thy. part,, Clatidio, I -did think to have beaten thee ; 
but in that thou art like to be my kinfman, live un- 
bruis'd, and love my coufin. 

Claud. I had well hoped, thou wouldft have denied 
Beatrice, that I might have cudgell'd thee out of thy 
fingle life, to make thee a double dealer; which, out 
of queftion, thou wilt be, if my Coufin do not look 
exceeding narrowly to thee. 

Bene. Come, come, we are friends; let's have a 

Dance 
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Dahce ere we are marry'd, that we may lighten our 
own hearts, and our wives heels. 

Leon. We'll have dancing afterwards. 

Bene . Firft, o' my word ; therefore, play, mufic. 
Prince, thou art fad, get thee a wife, get thee a wife ; 
there is no ftaff more reverend than one tipt with 
horn. 

Enter Meffenger. 

Mejf. My Lord, your brother John is ta'en inflight, 
And brought with armed men back to Mejfrna. 

Bene. Think not on him 'till to-morrow : I'll de- 
vife thee brave punifhments for him. Strike up, 
Pipers. [Dance. 

[Exeunt omnes. 
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A C T I. SCENE I. 

A Strut in Venice. 
Enter Anthonio, Solarino, and Salanio. 

Anthonio., 

N footh, I know not why I am fo fad: 
It wearies me; you fay, it wearies you; 
But how I caught it, found it, or oarae by it r 
What ftuff'tis made of, whereof it is born, 

I am to learn . * 

And fuch a want-wit fa dnefs makes ofme, ' 
That I have much ado to know?myfelf. 

Sal. Your mind is tolling on the ocean ; 
There, where your * Argofies with portly Sail T 
Like figniors and rich burghers on the flood, 
Or as it were the pageants of the Sea, 
Do over-peer the petty traffickers, 
That curtfy to them, do them reverence, 
As they fly by them with their woven wings. 

Sola, Believe me, Sir, had I fuch venture forth, 
The better part of my affe&ions would 
Be with my hopes abroad. I mould be ftill 
Plucking the grafs, to know where fits the wind; 
Peering in maps for ports, and peers, and roads; 
And every objeel, that might make me fear 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt, 
Would make me fad. 

* &&*/}» a Ship from Argo, Mr. Pope. 

Sal. 
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Sal. My wind, cooling my broth, 
Would blow me to an ague, when I thought 
What harm a wind too great might do at fea. 
I mould not fee the fandy hour-giofs run, 
But I fhould think of (hallows and of flats ; 
And fee my wealthy Andrew dock'd ix| fand, 
Vailing her high top lower than her ribs, 
To kifs her burial. Should I go to church, 
And fee the holy edifice of ftone, 
And not bethink me ftrait of dang'rous rdck* ? 
Which, touching but my gentle veffers fide, 
Would fcatter all the fpices on the ftream, 
Enrobe the roaring waters with my filks ; 
And in a word, but even now worth this, 
And now worth nothing. Shall I have the thought 
To think on this, and mall I lack the thought, 
That fuch a thing, bechanced, would make me fad?. 

But tell not me ; 1 know, Anthonio 

Is fad to think upon his merchandize. 

Anih. Believe me, no : I thank my fortune for it r 
My ventures are not in one bottom trufled, 
Nor to one place ; nor is my whole eftate 
Upon the fortune of this prefent year : 
Therefore, my merchandize makes me not fad. 

Sola. Why then you are in love. 

Anth. Fie, fie ! 
. Sola. Not in love neither! then let's fay, you're fad, 
Becaufe you are not merry ; and 'twere as eafy 
For you to laugh and leap, and fay, you're merry, 
Becaufe you are not fad. * Now by two-headed Janus^ 
Nature hath fram'd ft range fellows in her time: 
Some that will evermore peep through their eyes, 
And laugh, like parrots, at a bag-piper; 
And others of fuch vinegar-afpeS, 

That 

* Now by two-headed J anus,] Here Shake/pear (hews his Know- 
ledge in the antique. By two-headed Janus is meant thofe antique 
bifrontine Heads, which generally rcprcfent a ypung and fouling 

Face 
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That they'll not {how their teeth in way of fmile, 
Though Nefior fwear, the jeft be laughable. 

Enter Baffanio, Lorenzo, and Gratiano. 

Sal. Here comes Bafanio.your moft noble kinfman, 
Gratiano and Lorenzo : fare ye well ; 
We leave ye now with better company. 

Sola. I would have ftaid 'till I had made you merry, 
If worthier friends had not prevented me. 

Anth. Your worth is very dear in my regard : 
I take it, your own bufinefs calls on you, 
And you embrace th' occafion to depart. 

Sal. Good- morrow, my good lords. 

Bajf. Good Signiors both, when fliall we laugh ? 
fay, when ? 
You grow exceeding ftrange ; muft it be fo? 

Sal. We'll make ourieifures to attend on yours. 

Sola. Mylord Bajfonio, fince you've found Anthonio^ 
We two will leave you ; but at dinner-time, 
I pray you, have in mind where we muft meet. 

Bajf. I will not fail you. [Exeunt Solar, qnd Sala. 

Gra. You look not well, Signior Anthonio; 
You have too much refpeft upon the world: 
They lofe it, that do buy it with much care. 
Believe me, you are marvelloufly chang'd. 

Anth. I hold the world but as the world, Gratiano, 
A ftage, where every man muft play his part, 
And mine's a fad one. 

Gra. Let me play the Fool ; 

With mirth, and laughter, let old wrinkles come ; . 
And let my liver rather heat with wine, 
Than my heart cool with mortifying groans. 
Why fhould a man, whofe blood is warm within, 

Face, together with aa old and wrinkled one, being of Pan and Bac- 
chus; of Saturn zri& Apollo, 8cc. Thcfe are not uncommon in Col- 
• cftions of Antiques ; and in the Books of the Antiquaries, as Mont* 
an con, Spanhcim, Sec. , 

Sit 
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Sit like his grandfire cut in Alabafter ? 

Sleep when he wakes, and creep into the jaundice 

By being peevifh ? I'll tell thee what, Anthonio^ 

(I love thee, and it is my love that fpeaks :) 

There are a fort ofmen, whofe vifages 

Do cream and mantle like a Handing pond; 

And do a wilful ftillnefs entertain. 

With purpofe to be dreft in an opinion 

Of wifdom,- gravity, profound conceit; 

As who mould fay, I am Sir Oracle, 

And when I ope my lips, let no dog bark ! 

my Anthonio, I do know of thofe, 
That therefore only are reputed wife, 
For faying nothing ; who, I'm very fure, 

If they mould fpeak, would aim oft damn thofe ears, 

Which, hearing them, would call their brothers fools. 

Til tell thee more of this another time : 

But fi(h not with this melancholy bait, • 

For this fool's gudgeon, this opinion. 

Come, good Lorenzo; fare ye well a while ; 

* I'll end my exhortation after dinner. 

Lor. Well, we will leave you then 'till dinner-time, 

1 mult be one of thefe fame dumb wife men ; 
For Gratiano never lets me fpeak. 

Gra. Well, keep me company but two years more, 
Thou fhalt not know the found of thine own tongue. 

Anth. Fare well; I'll grow a talker for this gear. 

Gra. Thanks, i'faith ; for lilence is only com- 
mendable 
In a neats tongue dry'd, and a maid not vendible. 

[Exeunt Gra. and Loren. 

Anth. Is that any thing now ? 

Bajf. Gratiano fpeaks an infinite deal of nothing, 
more than any man in all Venice: his reafons are as 

* 77/ end my exhortation after dinner. ~\ The Humour of this confift 
in its being an AUuuon to the Fra&ice of the Puritan Preachers of 
thofe Times ; who being generally very long and tedious, were of- 
ten forced to put off that Part of their Sermon called the Exhortation 
till after Dinner. 

two 
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two grains of wheat hid in two bufhels of chaff; you 
fliall feels, all day ere you find them, and when you 
have them, they are not worth the fearch. 

Anth. Well; tell me now, what lady is the fame, 
To whom you fwore a fecret pilgrimage, 
That you to day promis'd to tell me of? 

Baffl 'Tis nqt unknown to you, Anthonio, 
How much I have difabled mine eftate, 
By mewing fomething a more fwelling port, 
Than my faint means would grant continuance; 
Nor do I now make moan to be abridg'd 
From fuch a noble rate ; but my chief care ' 
Is to come fairly off from the great debts, 
Wherein my time, fomething too prodigal, 
Hath left me gaged : to you, Anthonio, 
I owe the moft in money, and in love ; 
And from your love I hav.e a warranty 
T unburthen all my plots and purpofes, 
How to get clear of all the debts I owe. 

Anth. I pray you, good Ba/fanio, let me know it ; 
And if it ftand, as you yourfelf dill do, 
Within the eye of honour; be affurd, 
My purfe, my perfon, my extreameft means 
Lie all unlock cl to your occafions. 

Baffl In my fchool-days, when I had loft one fhaft, 
I {hot his fellow of the felf-fame flight 
The felf-fame way, with more advifed watch, 
To find the other forth ; by ventring both, 
I oft found both. I urge this child-hood proof, 
Becaufe what follows is pure innocence. 
I owe you much, and, like a witlefs youth, 
That which I owe is loft; but if you pleafe 
To (hoot another arrow that felf way 
Which you did fhoot the firft, I do not doubt, 
As I will watch the aim, or to find both, 
Or bring your latter hazard back again, 
And thankfully reft debtor for the firft. [time, 

Anth. You know me well ; and herein fpend but 

To 
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To wind about my love with circumftance ;- 
And, out of doubt, you do me now more wrong* 
In making queftion of my uttermoft, 
Than if you had made wafte of all I have. 
Then do but fay to me, what I mould do, 
That in your knowledge may by me be done, 
And I am preft unto it : therefore, fpeak. 

Bajf. In Belmont is a lady richly left, 
And (he is fair, and, fairer than that word, 
Of wond'rous virtues ; fometimes from her eyes- 
I did receive fair fpeechiefs meflages; 
Her name is Portia^ nothing undervalued 
To Caters daughter, Brutus' Portia: 
Nor is the wide world ign'rant of her worth; 
For the four winds blow in from every coaft 
Renowned fuitors ; and her funny locks 
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece; 
Which makes her feat of Belmont, Colchoi Grand ; 
And many Jajbns come in queft of hen 

my Aiitbcnio, had I but the means 
To hold a rival place with one of them, 

1 have a mind prefages me fuch thrift, 
That I Ikould queftionlefs be fortunate. 

Antk. Thou know'ft, that all my fortunes are at 
fea, 
Nor have I money, nor commodity 
To raife a prefent fum ; therefore^ go forth ; 
Try what my credit can in Venice do ; 
That fl*all be rack'd even to the uttermoft, 
To furnifli thee to Belmont, to fair Portia : 
Go, prefently enquire, and fo will I, 
Where money is ; and I no queftion make, 
To have it of my truft, or for my fake. [ExeunU 



SCENE 
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SCENE IL 

Changes to Belmont* 

Three Cq/kets are Jet out^ one of gold, another o/Jilver^ and 

another of lead. 

Enter Portia and Neriffa. 

Por. TQY my troth, Neriffa^ my little body is weary 
J3 of this great world. 

Ner. You would be, fweet madam, if your mife- 
ries were in the fame abundance a-s your good for- 
tunes are ; and yet, for aught I fee, they are as ficfc, 
that furfeit with too «uch, as they that llarve with 
nothing ; therefore it is no mean happinefs to be 
feated in the mean ; fuperfluity cornea fooner by 
white hairs, but competency lives longer. 

For, Good fentences, and well pronounced. 

Ner. They would be better, if well followed* 

Por. If to do, were as eafy as to know what were 
good to do* cbaples had been churches t and pooi 
men's cottages, Princes 1 palaces. He is a good di- 
vine, that follows his own inftru&ions; I caneafier 
teach twenty what were good to be done, than to be 
one of the twenty to follow my own teaching. The 
brain may devife laws for the blood, but a hot tem- 
per leaps o'er a cold decree ; fuch a hare is madneis 
the youth, to ikip o'er the m elites of good counsel 
the cripple ! But this reafoning is not in faftuon ta 
chufe me a hulband : O me, the word, chufe ! I may 
neither chufe whom I would, nor refufe whom I 
diflike ; fo is the will of a living daughter curb'd by 
the will of a dead father: is it not hard, Nerijfa^ that 
I cannot chufe one* nor refufe none ? 

Ner. Your father was ever virtuous, and holy men 
at their death have good infpirations ; therefore, the 
lottery, that he hath devifed in thefe three chefts of 

gold, 
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gold, Giver, and lead, (whereof who chafes his mean- 
ing, chufes you) will no doubt never be chofen by 
any rightly, but one whom you (hall rightly love. 
But what warmth is there in your affe&ion towards 
any of thefe princely fuitors, that are already come ? 

Por. I pray thee, over-name them ; and as thou 
nam'ft them, I will defcribe them ; and, according to 
my description, level at my affe&ion. 

Ner. Firlt, there is the Neapolitan Prince. 

Por, Ay, that's a Colt, indeed, for he doth no- 
thing but talk of his horfe ; and he makes it a great 
appropriation to his own good parts, that he can 
(hoe him himfelf : I am much afraid, my lady, his 
mother, play'd falfe with a fmith. 

Ner. Then, there is the Count Palatine. 

Por. He doth nothing but frown, as who fliould 
fay, if you will not have me, chufe : he hears merry 
tales, and fmiles not ; I fear, he will prove the weep- 
ing phifofopher when he grows old, being fo full of 
unmannerly fadnefs in his youth. I had rather be 
married to a death's head with a bone iu his mouth, 
than to either of thefe. God defend me from thefe 
two ! 

Ner. How fay you by the French Lord, Monfieur 
Le Bonn f 

Por. God made him, and therefore let him pafs 
for a man ; in truth, I know, it is a fin to be a 
mocker ; but, he ! why, he hath a horfe better than 
the Neapolitans ; a better bad habit of frowning than 
the Count Palatine; he is every man in no man ; if a 
throftle fing, he fails ft rait a capering ; he will fence 
with his own fhadow ; if I fhould marry him, I (hould 
marry twenty hulbands. If he would defpife me, I 
would forgive him ; for if he love me to madnefs, I 
fhall never requite him. 

Ner. What fay you then to Faulconbridge, the young 
Baron of England ? 

Por. 
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For. You know, I fay nothing to him, for he un- 
derftands not me, nor I him; he hath neither Latin, 
French^ nor Italian; and you may come into the court 
and fwear, that I have a poor pennyworth in the 
Englijh. He is a proper man's pifture, but, alas ! 
who can converfe with a dumb (how ? how oddly he 
is fuited J I think, he bought his doublet in Italy, * 
his round hofe in France, his bonnet in Germany, and 
his behaviour every where. 

Ner. What think you of the Scoti/h lord, his neigh- 
bour ? 

Far. That he hath a neighbourly charity in him ; 
for he borrowed a box of the ear of the Engli/hman, 
and fwore he would pay him again, when he was 
able. * I think, the Frenchman became his furety, and 
fealed under for another. 

Ner. How like you the young German, the Duke 
of Saxony s nephew? 

For. Very vilely in the morning when he is fober, 
and moft vilely in the afternoon when he is drunk ; 
when he is belt, he is a little worfe than a man ; and 
when he is word, he is little better than a beaft; and 
the worft fall that ever fell, 1 hope, I mall make ihift 
to go without him. 

Ner. If he mould offer to chufe, and chufe the 
right cafket, you Ihould refufe to perform your fa- 
ther's will, if you mould refufe to accept him. 

Pvi\ Therefore, for fear of the word, I pray thee, 
fet a deep glafs of Rheni/h wine on the contrary caf- 
ket ; for if the devil be within, and that temptation 
without, I know, he will chufe it. I will do any 
thing, Nerijja, ere I will be marry 1 d to a fpunge. 

Ner. You need not fear, lady, the having any of 
thefe lords : they have acquainted me with their de- 
ft / think, the Frenchman became his furety, "] Alluding to the con- 
flan t Afftftance, or rather con ft ant Promifes of Afliftancc, that the 
French gave the Scots in their Quarrels with the Englijh. This Alli- 
ance is here humouroufiy fatirized. 

terminations, 
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terminations, which ia, indeed, to return to theii 
home, and to trouble you with no more fuit; unlets 
you may be won by fome other fort than your fa- 
ther's impofition, depending on the ca&ets. 

Par. If I live to be as old as Sibylla, I will die as 
chafte as Diana, unlefs I be obtain'd by the manner 
of my father's will : I am glad, this parcel of wooers 
are fo reasonable ; for there is not one among them 
but I doat on his very abfence, and wifli them a fair 
departure. 

Ner. Do you not remember, lady, in your father's 
time, a Venetian, a fcholar and a foldier, that came 
hither in company of the Marquifs of Mountferratt 

Por. Yes, yes, it was Bajfanio; as I think, he was 
fo calfd. 

Ner. True, Madam ; he, of all the men that ever 
my fooliih eyes look'd upon, was the beft deferving 
a fair lady. 

Par. I remember him well, and I remember him 
worthy of thy praife. How now? what news? 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser* The four ftrangers feek for you, madam, to 
take their leave; and there is a fore-runner come 
from a fifth, the Prince of Morocco, who brings word, 
the Prince, his mafter, will be here to night. 

Por. If I could bid the fifth welcome with fo good 
heart as I can bid the other four farewel, I mould be 
glad of his approach ; if he have the condition of a 
faint, and the complexion of a devil, I had rather he 
ihould fhrive me, than wive me. .Come, Ncriffa. 
Sirrah, go before \ while we Ihut the gate upon one 
wooer, another knocks at the door* [Exeunt* 



SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

A public Place in VENICE, 

Enter Baflanio and Shylock. 

Shy. ^T" 1 H R E E thoafand ducats ? well, 
A Bajf. Ay, Sir, for three months. 

Sky, For three months ? well. 

Rajf. For the which,' as I told you, Anthonio fliall 
be bound. 

Shy. Anthonio fliall become bound ? well. 

Bajf. May you, ftead me ? will you pleafure me ? 
fhall I know your anfwer ? 

Shy. Three thoufand ducats for thee months, and 
Anthonio bound ? 

Bajf. Your anfwer to that. 

Shy. Anthonio is a good man. 

Bajf. Have you heard any imputation to the con- 
trary ? 

Shy. No, no, no, no.; my meaning, in faying he is 
a good man, is to have you underttand me, that he 
is fufficient : yet his means are in fuppofition : he 
hath an Argofy bound to Tripoli*, another to the 
Indies; I underftand moreover upon the Ryalto, he 
hath a third at Mexico,& fourth for England; and other 
ventures he hath, fqander'd abroad. But (hips are 
but boards, failors but men; there be land-rats, and 
'water-rats, water-thieves and land-thieves; I mean, 
pirates ; and then there is the peril of waters, winds 
and rocks. The man is, notwithftandixig fufficient; 
three thoufand ducats? I think, I may take his bond. 

Bajf. Be affur'd, you may. 

Shy. I will be affur'd, I may ; and that I may be 
aflur'd, I will bethink me; may I fpeak with Anthonio? ; 

Bajf. If it pleafe you to dine with us. 

Shy. Yes, to fmell pork; to eat of the habitation 
which your prophet the Nazarite conjur'd the devil 
into ! I will buy with you, fell with you, talk with 
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you, walk with you, and fo following ; but I will 
not eat with you, drink with you, nor pray with 

you. What news on the Ryalto? who is he,. 

comes here? 

Enter % An thonio. 

Ba/f. This is Signior Anthonio. 

Shy. [Afide.] How like a fawning Publican he looks! 
I hate him, for he is a chriftian : 
But more, for that in low fimplicity 
He lends out money gratis, and brings down 
The rate of ufancc here with us in Venice, 
If I can catch him once upon the hip, 
I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him. 
He hates our facred nation; and he rails, 
Ev'n there where merchants moR do congregate, 
On me, my bargains, and my well-won thrift, 
Which he calls intereft. Curfed be my tribe, 
If I forgive him! 

Bajf. Shylotk, do you hear? 

Shy. I am debating of my prefent ftore, 
And by the near guefs of my memory, 
I cannot inftantly raife up the grofs 
Of full three thoufand ducats : what of that ? 
Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe, 
Will furniOi me; but foft, how many months 
Do you defire ? Reft you fair, good Signior; 

[To Anth. 
Your worfliip was the laft man in our mouths. 

Anth. Shylock, although I neither lend nor borrow 
By taking, nor by giving ofexcefs^ 
Yet, to fupply the ripe wants of my friend, 

1*11 break a cu flora. Is he yet poffeft, 

How much you would ? 

Shy. Ay, ay, three thoufand ducats. 

Anth. And for three months. 

Shy. I had forgot, three months, you told me fo ; 

Well then, your bond; and let me fee, -"but hear 

. you, Me- 
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sgrsizs* 1 * yo " " i "" r lend nor b °™ 

. Anth. I do never ufe it. 

T hfo W w D 3aC ° b g , raz ' d his uncIe ****•'» fheep - 
This Jacob from our holy ^ aAam was nee P'~ 

• Thl A* T ?°^ her Wr ° Ught in his beha » ) 
The third poffeflbr; ay, he was the third. 

^. And what of him ? did he take intereft > 
Shy No, not take int'reft; not, as you would fav 
Direaiy, int'reft; mark, what Jacob did. Y ' 

When Laban and himfelfwere compromised 
lhat all the yeanlings, which were ftr<.,ir 'j j • . 
Should fall hacob^ krlXZ!^^^ 
In th end of autumn turned to the rams * ' 
And when the work of generation was '. 
Between thefe woolly breeder, in the a* 
The Ikilful fhepherd peel'd me certain wands • 
And m the doing of the deed of kind ' 

He ftuck them up before the fulfome Cwcs . 
Who, then conceiving, did in yeaning Sme 
Fall party-colour'd Iamhs, and tWe'4«W. 

Or i, your gold, and filver, ewes and rams ? 

%. I cannot tell ; I make it breed i fVft 
But note me, Signior. faft 5 

^njA. Mark you 4his, Bafanb? 
The devil can cite fcripture for hi* nn «~r 
An evil foul, producing W^fiT*' 

a jf V,Ilain WIth a fn »'ing cheek • 
A goodly apple rotten at the heart. 

Th.ee months from ^^TiE-fig^ 
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Anth. Well, ShylocA, ftiall we be beholden to you? 

Shy. Signior Anthonio, many a time and oft 
In the Ryalto you have rated me, 
About my monies and my ufances. 
Still have I born it with a patient flirug ; 
(For fufferance is the badge of all our tribe.) 
You call me mifbeliever, cut-throat dog, 
And fpit upon my Jetui/h gaberdine ; 
And all for ufe of that, which is my own. 
Well then, it now appears, you need my help : 
Go to then ; you come to me, and you fay, 
Shylock, we would have monies ; you fay fo ; 
You, that did void your rheum upon my beard, 
And foot me, as you fpurn a ftranger cur 
Over your thrcfhold : money is your fuit; 
What mould I fay to you? mould I not fay, 
Hath a dog money ? is it poffible, 
A cur can lend three thoufand ducats ? or 
Shall I bend low, and in a bondman's key, 
With bated breath, and whifp'ring humblenefs, 
Say this* — fair Sir, you fpit on me laft Wednefday, 
You fpurn'd me fuch a day ; another time 
You call'd me dog ; and for thefe curtefies 
1*11 lend you thus much monies? 

Anth. I am as like to call thee fo again, 
To fpit on thee again, to fpurn thee too. 
If thou wilt lend this money, lend it not 
As to thy friend, (for when did friendfhip take 
A breed of barren metal of his friend ?) 
But lend it rather to thine enemy; 
Who, if he break, thou may*ft with better face 
Exaft the penalty. 

Shy. Why, how you florm? 
I would be friends with you, and have your love ; 
Forget the fhames that you have ftain'd me with; 
Supply your.prefent wants, and take no doit 
Of ufance for my monies, and you'll not hear me : 
This is kind I often 

Anth. 
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Anth. This were kindnefs. 
Shy. This kindnefs will I fhow ; 
Go with me to a Notary, feal me there 
Your (ingle bond; and in a merry fport, 
If you repay me not on fuch a day, 
In fuch a place, fuch fum, or fums, as are 
Exprefs'd in the condition, let the forfeit 
Be nominated for an equal pound 
Of your fair flefh, to be cut off and taken 
In what part of your body it mail pleafe me. 

Anth. Content, in faith; Til feal to fuch a bond, 
And, fay there is much kindnefs in the Jew. 

BaJjT. You mall not feal to fuch a bond for me, 
Til rather dwell in my neceflity. 

Anth. Why, fear not, man; I will not forfeit it; 
Within thele two months (that's a month before 
'This bond expires) I do exped return 
Of thrice three times the value of this bond. 

Shy. O father Abraham, what thefe chriftians are! 
Whofe own hard dealings teach them to fufpeft 
The thoughts of others! pray you, tell me this, 
If he mould break his day, what mould I gain 
By the exa&ion of the forfeiture ? 
A pound of man's flefh, taken from a man. 
Is not fo eftimable or profitable, 
As flefh of muttons, beefs, or goats. I fay, 
To buy his favour, I extend this friendfhip ; 
If he will take it, fo ; if not, adieu ; 
And for my love, I pray you, wrong me not. 
Anth. Yes, Shylock, I will feal unto this bond. 
Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the Notary's. 
Give him direftion for this merry bond, 
And I will go and purfe the ducats ftrait; 
See to my houfe, left in the fcarlqfs guard 
Of an unthrifty knave, and prefently 
I will be with you. [Exit. 

Anth. Hie thee, gentle Jew. 
This Hebrew will turn chriftian ; he grows kind. 

K * BaJ. 
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Baff. I like not fair terms, and a villain's mind. 
Anth. Come on, in this there can be nodifmay ; 
My Ihips come home a month before the day. [Exe. 



ACT II. SCENE I. 

BELMONT. 

Enter Morochius, a Tawny-Moor, all in white; and three 
or four Followers accordingly; with Portia, Nerifla, and 
her train. Flourijh Cornets. 

Morochius. 

MI S L I K E me not for my complexion, 
The {hadov/d livery of the burninVd fun, 
To whom I am a neighbour, and near bred. 
Bring me the faireft creature northward born, 
Where Phabus] fire fcarce thaws the ificles, 
And let us make incifion for your love, 
To prove whofe blood is reddeft, his or mine. 
I tell thee, lady, this afpeft of mine 
Hath fear'd the valiant ; by my love, I fwear, 
The beft regarded virgins of our clime 
Have lov'd it too : I would not change this hue, 
Except to fteal your thoughts, my gentle Queen. 

For. In terms of choice I am notfolely led 
Py nice direflipn of a maiden's eyes: 
Befides, the lottery of my deftiny 
Bars me the right of voluntary enuring. 
But if my father had not fcanted me, 
And hedg'd me by his wit to yield myfclf 
His wife, who wins me by that means I told you ; 
Yourfelf, renowned Prince, then flood as fair. 
As any comer I have look'd on yet, 
For my affedion. 

Mor. Ev'n for that I thank you ; 

There- 
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Therefore, I pray you, lead me to the calkets 
To try my fortune. By this fcimitar, 
That flew the Sophy and a Ferjian Prince, 
That won three fields of oultan Solymon, 
I would out-ftare the ftern^ft eyes that look, 
Out-brave the heart mod daring on the earth, 
Pluck the young fucking cubs from the fhe-bear, 
Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey, 
To win thee, lady. But, alas the while ! 
If Hercules and Lichas pl^ay at dice 
Which is the better man, the greater throw 
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand : 
So is Alcides beaten by his page ; 
And fo may I, blind fortune leading me, 
Mifs that, which one unworthier may attain ; 
And die with grieving. 

For. You muft take your chance, 
And either not attempt to chufe at all, 
Or fwear, before you chufe, if you chufe wrong, 
Never to fpeak to lady afterward 
In way of marriage ; therefore be advised. 

Mor. Nor will not; therefore, bring me to my 
chance. 

For. Firft, forward to the temple ; after dinner 
Your hazard lhall be made. 

- Mor. Good fortune then, [Cornets. 

To make me bleft, or cm-fed' ft among men ! [Exeunt. 

. SCENE II. 

Changes to Venice. 

Enter Launcelot alone. 

Laun.f^i ERTAINLY, my confcience will ferve 
Vjl me to run from this jfen; my matter. The 
fiend is at mine elbow, and tempts me, faying to me, 
Gob bo, Launcelot Gobbo, good Launcelot., or good Gobbo, 
or good Launcelot Gobbo, ufe your legs, take the ftart, 

K 3 run 
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run away. My confidence fays, no ; take heed, ho- 
neft Launcelot; take heed, honeft Gobbo; or, as afore- 
faid, honeft Launcelot Gobbo^ do not run; fcorn run- 
ning with thy heels. Well, the mod courageous 
fiend bids me pack ;. via ! fays the fiend ; away ! fays 
the fiend ; for the heav'ns roufe up a brave mind, 
fays the fiend, and run. Well, my confcience, hang- 
ing about the neck of my heart, fays very wifely to 
me, my honeft friend Launcelot, being an honeft manCs 
fon, or rather an honeft woman's fon — —(for, in- 
deed, my father did fomething fmack, fomething 
grow to ; he had a kind of tafte.) well, my con- 
fcience fays, budge not; budge, fays the fiend; budge 
not, fays my confcience ; confcience, fay I, you 
counfel ijl ; fiend, fay I, you counfel ill. To be ruFd 
by my confcience, I mould ftay with the Jew my 
mafter, who, God blefs the mark, is a kind of devil ; 
and to run away from the Jew, I flbould be rul'd by 
the fiend, who, faving your reverence, is the devil 
himfelf. Certainly, the Jew is the very devil in- 
carnal; and in my confcience, my confcience is but 
a kind of hard confcience, to offer to counfel me to 
. ftay with the Jra;. The fiend gives the more friendly 
counfel; I will run, fiend, my heels are at your com- 
mandment, I will run. 

Enter old Gobbo, with a bq/ket. 

Gob. Mafter young man, you, I pray you, which 
is the way to mafter Jew's ? 

Laun. O heavtis, this is my true-begotten father, 
who being more than fand-blind, high-gravel-blind, 
knows me not ; I will try confufions with him. 

Gob. Mafter young gentleman, I pray you, which 
is the way to mafter Jew's ? 

Laun. Turn up, on your right hand at the next 
turning, but, at the next turning of all, on your left; 
marry, at the very next turning turn of no hand, 
but turn down indirectly to the Jew's houfe. 

Gob. 
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Gob. By God's fonties, 'twill be a hard way to hit; 
can you tell me whether one Launcelot, that dwells 
with him, dwell with him or no ? - 

Laun. Talk you of young mafter Launcelot? (mark 
me now, now will I raife the waters ;) talk you of 
young mafter Launcelot ? 

Gob. No mafter, Sir, but a poor man's fon. His 
father, though I fay't, is an honeft exceeding poor 
man, and, God be thanked, well to live. 

Laun. Well, let his father be what he will, we talk 
of young mafter Launcelot. 

Gob. Your worihip's friend and Launcelot, Sir. 

Laun. But, I pray you ergo, old man ; ergo, I be- 
feech you, talk you of young mafter Launcelot ? 

Gob. Of Launcelot, an't pleafe yourmafterlhip. 

Laun. Ergo, mafter Launcelot;. talk not of mafter 
Launcelot, father, for the young gentleman (accord- 
ing to fates and deftinies, and fuch odd fayings, 
the filters three, and fuch branches- of learning,) is, 
indeed, deceafed; or, as you would fay, in plain 
terms, gone to heav'n. 

Gob. Marry, God forbid! the boy was the very 
ftaff of my age, my very prop. 

Laun. Do I look like a cudgel, or a hovel-poft, a 
ftaff or a prop? do you know me, father? 

Gob. Alack the day, I know you not, young gen- 
tleman ; but, I pray you, tell me, is my boy, God 
reft his foul, alive or dead ? 

Laun. Do you not know me, father? 

Gob. Alack, Sir, I am fand-blind, I know you not* 

Laun. Nay, indeed, if you had your eyes, you 
might fail of thfe knowing me : it is a wile father, 
that knows his own child. Well, old man, I will 
tell you news of your fon ; give me your blefEng, 
truth will come jp light ; murder cannot be hid 
long, a man's fon may; but in the end, truth will 
out. 

K 4 Gob- 
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Gob. Pray you, Sir, ft and up ; I am fure, you arc 
not Launcelot my boy. 

Laun. Pray you, let's have no more fooling about 
it, but give me your bl effing; I am Launcelot, your 
boy that was, your fon that is, your child that mail 
be. 

Gob. I cannot think, you are my fon. 

Laun. I know not, what I (hall think of that : but 
I am Launcelot the Jews man, and, I am fure, Mar- 
gery your wife is my mother. 

Gob. Her name is Margeiy, indeed. Til be fworn, 
if thou be Launcelot^ thou art my own fleiband blood: 
lord worfhip'd might he be ! what a beard haft thou 
got ! thou haft got more hair on thy chin, than Dob- 
bin my Thill-horfe has on his tail. 

Laun. It ihould feem then, that Dobbins tail grows 
backward ; I am fure, he had more hair on his tail, 
than I have on my face, when I laft faw him. 

Gob. Lord, how art thou chang'd ! how doft thou 
and thy matter agree? I have brought him a pre- 
fent ; how agree you now ? 

Laun. Well, well; but for mine own part, as I 
have fet up my reft to run away, fo I will not reft 
'till I have run fome ground. My matter's a very 
Jra; : give him a prefent ! give him a halter : I am 
familh'd in his fervice. You may tell every finger I 
have with my ribs. Father, I am glad you are come ; 
give me your prefent to one mafter Bajfanio, who, 
indeed, gives rare new liveries ; if I ferve him not, 
I will run as far as God has any ground. O rare 
fortune, here comes the man ; to him, father, for I 
am a jfeio, if I ferve the Jew any longer. 

Enter Baftanio with Leonardo, and a follower or two 

more. 

Baffl You may do fo; but let it be fo hafted, that 

fupper be ready at the fartheft by five of the clock: 

fee 
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ee thefe letters deliver'd, put the liveries to making, 
and defire Gratiano to come anon to my lodging. 

Laun. To him, father. 

Gob. God blefs your worfhip ! 

Bajf. Gramercy, would'ft thou ought with me ? 

Gob. Here's my fon, Sir, a poor boy, 

Laun. Not a poor boy, Sir, but the rich JtuPs man, 
that wo.uld, Sir, as my father fliall fpecify, 

Gob. He hath a great infeftion, Sir, as one would 
fay, to ferve. 

Laun. Indeed, the fhort and the long is, I ferve 
the Jew, and have a defire, as my father (hall 
fpecify, 

Gob. His matter and he, faving your worfhip' s re- 
verence, are fcarce catercoufins. 

Laun. To be brief, the very truth is, that* the 
Jew, having done me wrong, doth caufe me, as my 
father, being I hope an old man, mail frutify unto 
you, > 

Gob. I have here a difli of doves, that I would 
beftow upon your worfhip; and my fuit is 

Laun. In very brief, the fuit is impertinent to my- 
felf, as your worfhip mall know by this honeft old 
man ; and, though I fay it, though old man, yet 
poor man my father. 

Bajf. One fpeak for both, what would you ? 

Laun, Serve you, Sir. 

Gob* This is the very defe£l of the matter, Sir. 

Bajf. I know thee well, thou haft obtained thy Suit ; 
Shylock, thy mailer, fpoke with me this day, 
And hath preferr'd thee ; if it be preferment 
To leave a rich Jew^s fervice to become 
The follower of fo poor a gentleman* 

Laun. The old proverb is very well parted between 
my matter Shylock and you, Sir ; you have the grace 
of God, Sir, and he hath enough. [fon : 

Bajf. Thou fpeak'ft it well ; go, father, with thy 
Take leave of thy old matter, and enquire 

K 5 My 
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My lodging out ; give him a livery, 

More guarded than his fellows : fee it done. 

Laun. Father, in ; I cannot get a fervice, no ? I 
have ne'er a tongue in my head ? well, if any man 
in Italy have a fairer table, * which doth ****** of- 
fer to fwear upon a book, I (hall have good for- 
tune ; go to, here's a fimple line of life ; here's a 
fmall trifle of wives ; alas, fifteen wives is nothing, 
eleven widows and nine maids is a fimple coming-in 
-for one man ! and then 'fcape drowning thrice, and 
to be + in peril of my life with the edge of a fea- 
ther-bed, here are fimple 'fcapes ! well, if fortune be 
a woman, fhe's a good wench for this geer. Father, 
come ; I'll take my leave of the Jew in the twinkling 
of an eye. [Exeunt Laun. and Gob. 

Bajf. I pray thee, good Leonardo, think on this. 
Thele things being bought and orderly beftowed, 
Return in hafte, for I do feaft to night 
My beft-efteem'd acquaintance ; hie thee, go. 

Leon. My bell endeavours fhall be done herein. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Gratiano. 
Gra. T 71 7 HE RE is your matter? 

V V Leon. Yonder, Sir, he walks. 

[Exit Leonardo. 

* which doth offer to fwear upon a book, 8cc] This Nonfenfe feems to 
have taken its rife from the Accident of a loft Line in tranferibing 
the Play for the Prefe; fo that the Paffagc, for the future, fliould 

be printed thus, Well, if any man in Italy have a fairer table, 

which doth ****** offer to fwear upon a book I fhall have good fortune. 
It is impofiible to find, again, the loft Line ; but the loft Senfe is 

eafy enough if any man in Italy have a fairer table, which doth [pro- 

jnife good Luck, I am miftaken. I durft almoft] offer to fwear 
upon a Book, I (hall have good Fortune. 

t in peril of my life with the edge of a feather-bed,] A cant Phrafc to 

fignify the Danger of marrying. A certain French Writer ufes the 

fame Kind of Figure, mon Ami, f aimer ois mieux etre tombe,, fur la 
pointe (fun Oreiller, & m' etre rompu le Con.-— 

Gra. 
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Gra. Signior Bajfani^ 

Bajf. Gratiano! 

Gra. I have a fuit to you. 

Bajf. You have obtain d it. 

Gra. You muft not deny me ; I muft go with you 
to Belmont. [tiano^ 

Bajf. Why, then yow muft: but hear thee, Gra- 
Thou art too wild, too rude, and bold of voice ; 
Parts, that become thee happily enough, 
And in fuch eyes as ours appear not faults ; 
But where thou art not known, why, there they fliew 
Something too liberal '; pray thee., take pain 
T* allay with fome cold drops of modefty 
Thy (kipping fpirit; left, through thy wild behaviour, 
I be mifconftru'd in the place I go to, 
.And lofe my hopes. 

Gra. Signior Bajfanio, hear me. 
If I do not put on a fober habit, 
Talk with refpeft, and fwear but now and then, 
Wear prayer-books in my pocket, look demurely ; 
Nay more, while grace is faying, hood mine eyes 
Thus with my hat, and ugh, and fay, Amen; 
Ufe all th' obfervance of civility, 
Like one well ftudied in a fad often t 
To pleafe his grandam ; never truft me more. 

Bajf. Well, we (hall fee your bearing. [me 

Gra. Nay, but I bar to night, you (hall not gage 
By what we do to night. 

Bajf. No, that were pity. 
I would entreat you rather to put on 
Your boldeft fuit of mirth, for we have friends 
That purpofe merriment : but fare you well, 
I have fome bufinefs. 

Gra. And I muft to Lorenzo and the reft : 
But we will vifit you at fupper-time. [Exeunt. 

K6 SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

Changes to Shylock'; Houfc. 

m 

Enter Jeffica and Launcelot. 

Jef. T 'M forry, thou wilt leave my father fo ;- 

A Our houfe is hell, and thou, a merry devil, 
Didft rob it of fome tafte of tedioufnefs ; 
But fare the well, there is a ducat for thee. 
And, Launcelot, foon at fupper {halt thou fee 
Lorenzo, who is thy new matter's gueft ; 
Give him this letter, do it fecretly, 
And fo farewel : I would not have my father 
See me talk with thee. 

Laun. Adieu ! tears exhibit my tongue; moft beau- 
tiful Pagan, moft fweet Jew! if a chriftian did not 
play the knavetand get thee, I am much deceiv'd ; 
but, adieu ! thefe foolifli drops do fomewhat drown 
•my 'manly fpirit: adieu! [Exit. 

Jef. Farewel, good Launcelot. 
Alack, what heinous fin is it in me, 
To be afhanTd to be my father's child ? 
But though I am a daughter to his blood, 
I am not to his manners : O Lorenzo, 
If thou keep promife, I mail end this ftrife, 
Become a chriftian, and thy loving wife. [Exit. 

S C E N E V. 

The Street. 

Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo, Solarino, and Salanio. 

Lor. TVJAY, we will flink away in fupper-time, dif- 
lAI guife us at my lodging, and return all in 
an hour. 

Gra. We have not made good preparation. 

Sal. We have not fpoke us yet of torch-bearers 



Ecfa» 
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Sola* 'Tis vile, unlefy it may be quaintly ordered, 
And better in my mind not undertook. 

Lor. 'Tis now but four a-clock, we have two hours 
To furnifli us. Friend Launcelot % what'j the news ? 

Enter Launcelot, with a letter. 

Laun. An 1 it mail pleafe you to break up this, it 
(hall feem to fignify. 

Lor. I know the hand; in faith, 'tis a fair hand ; 
And whiter than the paper, it writ on, 
Is the fair hand that writ. 

Gra. Love-news, in faith. 

Laun. By your leave, Sir. 

Lor. Whither goeft thou ? 

Laun. Marry, Sir, to bid my old m after the Jew 
to fup to night with my new mafter the chriftian. 

Lor. Hold, here, take this ; tell gentle Jejfica, 
I will not fail her ; fpeak it privately. 

Go. Gentlemen, will you prepare for this mafque 

to night ? 
I am provided of a torch-bearer. [Exit Laun. 

Sal. Ay marry, I'll be gone about it {trait. 

Sola. And fo will I. 

Lor. Meet me, and Gratiano, 
At Gratiano\ lodging fome hour hence. 

Sal. 'Tis good, we do fo. [Exit. 

Gra. Was not that letter from fair Jejfica? . 

Lor. I muft needs tell thee all ; (he hath directed, 
How I (hall take her from her father s houfe ; 
What gold and jewels ihe is furnifh'd with ; 
What page's fuit fhe hath in readinefs. 
If e'er the jfetu her father come to heav'n, 
It will be for his gentle daughter's fake : 
And never dare misfortune crofs her foot, 
Unlefs (he doth it under this excufe, 
That (he is iffue to a faithlefs Jew. 
Gome, go with me; perufe this, as thou goeft; . 
Fair Jejfica (hall be my torch-bearer. [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 

Shylock' J Houfe. 

Enter Shylock and Launcelot. 

SJy.T X 7ELL, thou fhalt fee, thy eyes fliall be thy 

VV judge, 
The difference of old Shylock and Bajfanio. 

"What, Jtjfica ! thou fhalt not gormandize, 

As thou haft done with me ■ what, Jejfica ! — 
And deep and fnore, and rend apparel out. 
Why, Jejfica! I fay. 

Laun. Why, Jejfica I I fay. 

Shy. Who bids thee call ? I did not bid thee call. 

Laun. Your worfhip was wont to tell me, that I 
could do nothing without bidding. 

EnUr Jeflica. 

Jef Call you ? what is your will? 

Shy. I am bid forth to fupper, Jejfica ; 
There are my keys : but wherefore ihould I go? 
I am not bid for love ; they flatter me : 
But yet I'll go in hate, to feed upon 
The prodigal chriftian. Jejfica, my girl, 
Look to my houfe ; I am right loth to go; 
There is fome ill a brewing towards my reft, 
For I did dream of money-bags to night. 

Launi I befeech you, Sir, go; my young mailer 
doth expeft your reproach. 

Shy. So do I his. 

Laun. And they have confpired together, I will 
not fay, you fhall fee amafque ; but if you do, then 
it was not for nothing that my nofe fell a bleeding 
on black Monday laft, at fix a clock i th' morning, 
falling out that year" on Afh-Wednefday was four 
year in the afternoon. 

Shy. 
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Sky. What ! are there mafques ? hear you me, 
Jeffica. 
Lock up my doors ; and when you hear the drum, 
And the vile fqueaking of the wry-neck'd fife. 
Clamber not you up to the cafements then, 
Nor thruft your head in the public ftreet, 
To gaze on chriftian fools with varnifii'd faces : 
But flop my houfe's ears ; I mean, my cafements ; 
Let not the found of Qiallow foppery enter 
My fober houfe. By Jacob's ftafF, I fwear, 
I have no mind of feafting forth to night : 
But I will go ; go you before me, firrah : 
Say, I will come. 

Laun. I will go before;, Sir. 
Miftrefs, look out at window, for all this ; 
Inhere will come a chriftian by, 
Will be worth a Jewefs* eye. [Exit Laun. 

Shy. What fays that fool of Hagars off-fpring, ha? 

Jef. His words were, farewel, miftrefs ; nothing elfe. 

Shy. The patch is'kind enough, but a huge feeder: 
Snail-flow in profit, but he fleeps by day 
More than the wild cat; drones hive not with me, 
Therefore I part with him ; and part with him 
To one, That I would have him help to wafte 
His borrow 1 d purfe. Well, Jeffica, go in ; 
Perhaps, I will return immediately ; 

Do, as I bid you. 

Shut the doors after you ; faji bind, fafijind; 

A proverb never ft ale in thrifty mind. [Exit. 

Jef. Farewel ; and if my fortune be not croft, 
I have a father, you a daughter, loft. [Exit. 

SCENE VII. 

the StREEt. 
Enter Gratiano and Salanio in mafqutrade. 
Gra. 'TPHIS is the pent-houfe, under which Lo- 
JL renzo defired us to make a ftand. 

Sal. 
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Sal. His hour is almoft paft. 

Gra. And it is marvel he out-dwells his hour, 
For lovers ever run before the clock. 

Sal. O, ten times falter Venus 1 Widgeons fly 
To feal love's bonds new made, than they are wont 
To keep obliged faith unforfeited \ 

Gra. That ever holds. Who rifeth from a feaft, 
With that keen appetite that he fits down? 
Where is the horfe, that doth un tread again 
His tedious meafures with th' unbated fire, 
That he did pace them firft ? all things that are, 
Are with more fpirit chafed than enjoy'd. 
How like a younker, or a prodigal, 
The Ikarfed bark puts from her native bay, 
Hugg'd and embraced by the ftrumpet wind ! 
How like the prodigal doth flie return, 
With over-weather' d ribs and ragged fails, 
Lean, rent, and beggar' d by the ftrumpet wind . r 

Enter Lorenzo. 

Sal. Here comes Lorenzo : more of this hereafter. 
Lor. Sweet friends, your patience for my long 
' abode ; 
Not I, but my affairs, have made you wait ; 
When you fhall pleafe to play the thieves for wives, 
I'll watch as long for you then ; come, approach ; 
Here dwells my father Jew. Hoa, who's within ? 

Jeflica above, in bofs clothes. 

Jef Who are you ? tell me for more certainty, 
Albeit Til fwear, that I do know your tongue. 

Lor. Lorenzo, and thy love. 
_ Jef. Lorenzo certain,, and my love, indeed ; 
For who love I fo much ? and npw who knows, 
But you, Lorenzo, whether I am yours ? 

Lor., Heav'n and thy thoughts are witnefs, that 
thou art. 

Jef. Here catch this ca&et, it is worth the pains. 

lm 
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I'm glad, 'tis night, you do not look on me ; 
For I am much afliam'd of my exchange ; 
But love is blind, and lovers cannot fee 
The pretty follies that themfelves commit ; 
For if they could, Cupid himfelf would blufh 
To fee me thus transformed to a boy. 

Lor. Defcend, for you muft be my torch-bearer. 

Jef. What muft I hold a candle to my fliames ? 
They in themfelves, goodfooth, arc too, too, light* 
Why, 'tis an office of difcovery, love, 
And I mould be obfeur'd. 

Lor. So are you; fweet, 
Ev'n in the lovely garnifli of a boy. 

But come at once 

For the clofe night doth play the run-away, 
And we are ftaid for at Baflanios feaft. 

Jef. I will make faft the doors, and gild myfelf 
With fome more ducats, and be with you ftrait. 

[Exit from above. 

Gra. Now by my hood, a Gentile, and no Jew. 

Lor. Belhrew me, but I love her heartily ; 
For fhe is wife, if I can judge of her; 
And fair flie is, if that mine eyes be true ; 
And true (he is, as (he hath prov'd herfelf ; 
And therefore like herfelf, wife, fair, and true, 
Shall (he be placed in my con ft ant foul. 

Enter Jeflica, to them. 

What, art thou come ? on, gentlemen, away ; 
Our mafquing mates by this time for us flay. [Exit. 

Enter Anthonio. 

Anth. Who's there ? 

Gra. Signior Anthonio, 

Anth. Fie, Gratiano, where are all the reft ? 
'Tis nine o'clock, our friends all ftay for you ; 
No mafque to night ; the wind is come aoout, 

Baf 
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Bajfanio prefently will go aboard ; 

I have fent twenty out to feek for you. 

Gra. I'm glad oiTt ; I defire no more delight 
Than to be under fail, and gone to night. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VIII. 

Changes to Belmont. 

Enter Portia with Morochius, and both their trains. 

For. /^l O, draw afide the curtains, and difcover 
vJ The fev'ral calkets to this noble Prince. 
Now make your choice. [Three cajkets are difcoverd. 

Mor. The firft of gold, which this infeription bears, 
Who chufeth me^fhall gain what many men defire. 
The fecond filver, which this promife carries, 
Who chufeth me^JhaU get as much as he defei'ves. 
This third, dull lead, with warning all as blunt, 
Who chufeth me, mujl give and hazard all he hath. 
How (hall I know, if I do chufe the right? 

For. The one of them contains my pidure, Prince; 
If you chufe that, then I am yours withal. 

Mor. Some God direft my judgment ! let me fee, 
I will furvey th' inferiptions back again ; 
What fays this leaden calket ? 
Who chufeth me, mufi give and hazard all he hath. 
Mud give, for what ? for lead ? hazard for lead ? 
This caflcet threatens. Men, that hazard all, 
Do it in hope of fair advantages : 
A golden mind Hoops not to (hows of drofs ; 
I'll then not give, nor hazard, aught for lead. 
What fays the filver, with her. virgin hue? 
Who chufeth me^fhall get as much as he deferves. 
As much as he deferves ? paufe there, Morochius; 
And weigh thy value with an even hand. 
If thou be'ft rated by thy eftimation, 
Thou doft deferve enough ? and yet enough 
May not extend fo far as to the lady ; 

And 
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And yet to be afraid of my deferving, 
Were but a weak difabling of rriyfelf. 

As much as I deferve why, that's the lady: 

I do in birth deferve her, and in fortunes, 

In graces, and in qualities of breeding : 

But more than thefe, in love 1 do deferve. 

What if I ftray'd no farther, but chofe here ? 

Let's fee once more this faying grav'd in gold. 

Who chufeth me^Jhall gain what many men dejire. 

Why, that's the lady ; all the world de&res her ; 

From the four corners of the earth they come 

To kifs the fhrine, this mortal breathing faint. 

Th' Hyrcanian deferts, and the vafty wilds 

Of wide Arabia^ are as thorough-fares now, 

For Princes to come view fair Portia. 

The wat'ry kingdom, whole ambitious head 

Spits in the face of heaven, is no bar 

To ftop the foreign fpirits ; but they come, 

As o'er a brook, to fee fair Portia. 

One of thefe three contains her heav'nly pi&ure. 

Is't like, that lead contains her? 'twere damnation, 

To think fo bafe a thought : it were too grofs 

To rib her fear-cloth in the obfeure grave. 

Or (hall I think, in filver file's immur'd, 

Being ten times undervalu'd to try'd gold ? 

O finful thought, never fo rich a gem 

Was fet in worfe than gold ! they have in England 

A coin, that bears the figure of an angel 

Stamped in gold, but that's infculpt upon: 

But here an angel in a golden bed 

Lies all within. Deliver me the key ; 

Here do I chufe, and thrive I as 1 may ! 

Por. There take it, Prince, and if my form lie 
there, 
Then I am yours. [Unlocking the gold ca/ket. 

Mor. O hell ! what have we here ? a carrion death, 
Within whofe empty eye there is a fcrowl: 
I'll read the writing, 

All 
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All that gliflcrs is not gold, 
Often have you heard that told; 
Many a man his life hath fold, 
But my outfide to behold. 
Gilded wood may worms infold : 
Had you been as wife as bold, 
Young in limbs, in judgment old, 
Tour anfwer had not been inferotd; 
Fare you well, your fait is cold. 

Mor. Cold, indeed, and labour loft : 
Then farewel, heat ; and welcome, froft : 
Portia, adieu ! I have too griev'd a heart 
To take a tedious leave : thus lofers part. [Exit. 

Por. A gentle riddance : draw the curtains ; go — 
Let all of his complexion chufc me fo. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IX. 

Changes to Venice* 

Enter Solarino and Salanio. 

Sal. \7LT H Y, man, I faw Baffanio under fail ; 
V V With him is Gratiano gone along; .• 
And in their ihip, I'm fure, Lorenzo is not. 

Sola. The villain Jew with outcries rais'd the Duke, 
Who went with him to fearch Baffanio's fhip. 

Sal. He came too late, the fhip was under fail ; 
Bui-there the Duke was given to underftand, 
That in a Gondola were feen together 
Lorenzo and his am'rous Jejfica : 
Befides, Anthonio certify'd the Duke, 
They were not with Baffanio in his fhip. 

Sola. I never heard a paflion fo confWd, 
So ftrange, outrageous, and fo variable, 
As the dog Jew did utter in the ftreets ; 
My daughter ! O my ducats ! O my daughter, 

Fled 



The Merchant of Venice. 213 

Fled with a chriftian ? O my chriftian ducats ! 
Juftice, the law, my ducats, and my daughter! 
A fealed bag, two fealed bags of ducats, 
Of double ducats, ftoll'n from me by my daughter! 
And jewels too, ftones, rich and precious ftones,* 
Stoll'n by my daughter ! juftice ! find the girl; 
She hath the ftones upon her, and the ducats. 

Sal. Why, all the boys in Venice follow him, 
Crying his ftones, his daughter, and his ducats. 

Sola. Let good Anthonio look, he keep his day ; 
Or he (hall pay for this. 

Sal. Marry, well remember'd. 
I reafon'd with a Frenchman yefterday, 
Who told me, in the narrow feas, that part 
The French and Englijh, there mifcarried 
A veffel of our country richly fraught : 
I thought upon Anthonio, when he told rae, 
And wiftVd in filence, that it were not his. 

Sola. You were beft to tell Anthonio what you hear, 
Yet do not fuddenly, for it may grieve him. 

Sal. A kinder Gentleman treads not the earth. 
I faw Bajfanio and Anthonio part. 
Bajfanio told him, he would make fome fpeed 
Of his return : he anfwpr'd, do not fo, 
Slubber not bufinefs for my fake, Bajfanio, 
But ftay the very riping of the time ; 
And for the Jew's bond, which he hath of me, 
Let it not enter in your mind of love : 
Be merry, and employ your chiefeft thoughts 
To courtfliip, and fuch fair oftents of love, 
As fhall conveniently become you there. 
And even there, his eye being big with tears, 
Turning his face, he puts .his hand behind him f 
And with affe&ion wond'rous fenfible 
He wrung Bajfanws hand, and fo they parted. 

Sola. I think, he only loves the world for him, 
I pray thee, let us go and find him out, 

And 
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And quicken his embraced heavinefs 
With fome delight or other. 
Sal. Do we fo. 

S C E N.E X. 

Changes to Belmont, 

Enter Neriffa with a Servant. 

JV*r. f\ U I C K, quick, I pray thee, draw the cur- 

v£ tain ftrait ; 
The Prince of Arragon has ta'en his oath, 
And comes to his eleftion prefently. 

Enter Arragon, his train, Portia. Flor. Cornets. 
The Cajkets are difcoverd. 

Tor. Behold, there ftand the cafkets, noble Prince ; 
If you chufe that, wherein I am contain'd, 
Strait (hall our nuptial rites be folemniz'd : 
But if you fail, without more fpeech, my lord, 
You mull be gone from hence immediately. 

Ar. I am enjoin'd by oath t'obferve three things ; 
Firft, never to unfold to any one 
Which caflcet 'twas I chofe ; next, if I fail 
Of the right cafket, never in my life 
To woo a maid in way of marriage : 
Laft, if I fail in fortune of my choice, 
Immediately to leave you and be gone. 

For. To thefe injunctions every one doth fwear, 
That comes to hazard for my worthlefs felf. 

Ar. And fo have I addreft me; fortune now * 
To my heart's hope ! gold, filver, and bafe lead. 
Who chufeth me, mujl give and hazard all he hath. 
You fhall look fairer, ere I give or hazard. 
What fays the golden cheft ? ha, let me fee ; 
Who chufeth me, Jhall gain what many men dejire. 
What many men defire — that may be meant 
Of the fool-multitude, that chufe by fliow, 

Not 
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Not learning more than< the fond eye doth teach ; 
Which pry not to th 1 interior, but like the martlet 
Builds in the weather on the outward wall, 
Ev'n in- the force and road of cafualty. 
I will not chufe what many men deiire, 
Becaufe I will not jump with common fpirits, 
And rank me with the barbVous multitudes. 
Why then to thee, thou filver treafure-houfe ; 
Tell me once more, what title thou doft bear. 
Who chufeth me, Jhall get as much as he deferves; 
And well faid too, for who fhall go about 
To cozen fortune, and be honourable 
Without the ftamp of merit ? let none prefume 
To wear an undeferved dignity : 
O, that eftates, degrees, and offices, 
Were not deriv'd corruptly, that clear honour 
Were purchas'd by the merit of the wearer ! 
How many then mould cover, that ftand bare ! 
How many be commanded, that command ? 
How much low peafantry would then be gleaned 
From the true feed of honour ? how much honour 
Pickt from the chaff and ruin of the times, 
To be new vanned ? well, but to my choice : 
Who chufeth me, Jhall get as much as he deferves : 
I will aflume defer t ; give me a key for this, 
And inftantly unlock my fortunes here. 

For. Too long a paufe for that which you find there. 

[ Unlocking the filver tajket. 
• Ar. What's here ! the portrait of a blinking idiot, 
Prefenting me a fchedule ? I will read it. 
How much unlike art thou to Portia ? 
How much unlike my hopes and my defervings ? 
Who chufes me, Jhall have as much as he deferves. 
Did I deferve no more than a fool's head ? 
Is that my prize ? % are my deferts no better? *****- 

For. To offend, and judge, are dittinft offices, 
And of oppofed natures. 

Ar. What is here ? 

the 
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The fire fain times tried this? 
Sev'n times tried that judgment is. 
That did never chufe amifs. 
Some there be, thatjkadows kifs ; 
Such have but ajhadvws blifs : 
There befools alive, I wis, 
Silvered o'er, and Jo was this : 
Take what wife you will to bed, 
1 will ever be your head : 
So be gone, Sir, you arefped* 

Ar. Still more fool I (hall appear, 
By the time I linger here. 
"With one fool's head I came to woo, 
But I go away with two. 
Sweet, adieu ! I'll keep my oath, 
Patiently to bear my wrath. [Exit. 

For. Thus hath the candle fing'd the moth : 
O thefe deliberate fools ! when they do chufe, 
They have the wifdom by their wit to lofe. 

Ner. The ancient faying is no herefy, 
Hanging and wiving goes by deftiny. 

For. Gome, draw the curtain, Neriffa. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Where is my lady ? 

For. Here, what would my lord ? 

Serv. Madam, there is alighted at your gate 
A young Venetian, one that comes before 
To fignify th' approaching of his lord, 
From whom he bringeth fenfible regreets ; 
To wit, befides commends and courteous breath, 
Gifts of rich value ; yet, I have not feen 
So likely an ambaflador of love. 
A day in April never came fo fweet, 
To mow how coftly fummer was at hand, 
As this fore-fpurrer comes before his lord. 

For. 
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for. No more, I pray thee ; I am half afraid, 
Thou'lt fay anon, he is fome kin to thee ; 
Thou fpend'ft fuch high-day wit in praifing him : 
Come, come, Nerijfa, for I long to fee 
Quick Cupid's poft, that comes fo mannerly. 

Ner. Baffanio, lord Love, if thy will it be ! 

\ExiunU 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

A Street isVENIC E. 

m 

Enter Salanio and Solarino. 

Solarino. 
O W, what news' on the Ryaifo ? 



Sal. Why, yet it lives there uncheckt, that 
Anthonio hath a fliip of rich lading wreckt on the 
narrow feas ; the Godwins, I think, they call the 
place ; a very dangerous flat and fatal, where the car- 
cafes of many a tall (hip lie bury'd, as they fay, if my 
goflip Report be an honeft woman of her word. 

Sola. I would me were as lying a goflip in that, as 

ever knapt ginger; or made her neighbours believe, 

I fhe wept for the death of a third huiband. But it is 

true, without any flips of prolixity, or crofling the 

plain high-way of talk, that the good Anthonio, the 

j honeft Anthonio O that I had a title good enough 

' to keep his name campany ! 

Sal. Come, the full flop. 

Sola. Ha, what fay'ft thou ? why, the end is, he 
hath loft a (hip. 

Sal. I would it might prove the end of his lqfles. 

Sola. Let me fay Amen betimes, left the devil crofs 
thy prayer, for here he comes in the likenefs of a 
Jew. How now, Shylock, what news among the 
merchants ? 

Vol. II. L Enter 
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Enter Shylock. 

Shy. You knew (none fo well, none fo well as you) 
of my daughter s flight. 

Sal. That's certain ; I, for my part, knew the tay- 
lor that made the wings the flew withal. 

Sola. And Shylock, for his own part, knew the 
bird was fledg'd, and then it is the -complexion of 
them all to leave the dam. 

Shy. She is damn'd for it. 

Sal. That's certain, if the devil may be her judge. 

Shy. My own flefh and blood to rebel ! 

Sola. Out upon it, old carrion, rebels it at thefe years? 

Shy. I fay, my daughter is my flefh and blood. 

Sal. There is more difference between thy flefh and 
hers, than between jet and ivory; more between your 
bloods, than there is between red wine and rbenifht 
but tell us, do you hear, whether Anthonio'hzve had 
any lofs at fea or no ? 

Shy. There I have another bad' match ; * a bank- 
rupt, for a prodigal, who dares fcarce fhew his head 
on the Ryalto ; a beggar, that usM to come fo fmug 
upon the mart ! let him look to his bond ; he was 
wont to call meufurer; let him look to his bond; he 
was wont to lend money for a chriftian courtefy ; let 
him look to his bond. 

Sal. Why, I am fure, if he forfeit, thou wilt not 
take his flefli: what's that good for? 

* A bankrupt, a prodigal.] This is fpoke of Antkonio. But why a 
Prodigal? his Friend Bajfanio indeed had been too liberal? and 
with this Name the Jew honours him when he is going to fup with 
him. 

— I'll 'go in hale hfeed upon 

The prodigal Chriftian—— 

But Anthonio was a plain, teferved, parfimonious Merchant, be a£ 
fured therefore we fliould read, — A Bankrupt for a Frodigal, i. c. he 
is become a Bankrupt by fupplying=the Extravagancies of his Friend 

Bajfanio. 

Shy. 



The Merchant of Venice. 219 

Shy. To bait fifh withal. If it will feed nothing 
«lfe, it will feed ray revenge ; he: hath difgrac'd me, 
and hinder d me of half a million, laught at myloffes, 
raockt at my gains, fcorn'd my nation, thwarted my 
bargains, coolM my friends, heated mine enemies ; 
and what's hisreafon? I am a Jew. Hath not a Jtia 
eyes ? hath not a Jem hands, organs, dimenfions, 
fenfes, affe&ions, paffions ? fed with the fame food, 
hurt with the fame weapons, fubjeft to the fame 
difeafes, heal'd by the fame means, warm'd and 
jcool'd by the fame winter and fummer, as a chriftian 
is ? if you prick us, do we not bleed ? if you tickle 
us, do we not laugh ? if you poifon us, do we not 
die? and if you WTong us, Qiall we not revenge? 
if we are like you in the reft, we will refemble you 
dn that. If a Jew wrong a chriftian, what is his 
humility ? Revenge. If a cnriftian wrong a Jew, 
what (hould his fufferance be by chriftian example ? 
Tvhy, Revenge. The Villariy, you teach me, I will 
execute ; and it Ihall go hard, but I will better the 
inftrn&ion. 

Enter a Servant from Anthonio. 

Serv. Gentlemen, my rriafter Anthonio is at his 
lioufe, and defires to fpeak with you both. 
Sal. We have been up and down to feek him. 

Enter Tubal. 

Sola. Here comes another of the tribe; a third cam 
not be matched unlefs the devil himfelf turn Jew. 

[Exeunt Sala. and Solar. 

Shy. How now, Tubal, what news from Genoa? ' 
haft thou found my daughter? 

tub. I often came where I did hear of ber, but 
cannot find her. 

Shy. Why there, there, there, there ! a diamond 

gone, coft me two thoufand ducats in Frankfort! the 

curfe never fell upon our nation 'till now, I never felt 

L* it 
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it 'till now ; two thoufand ducats in that, and other 
precious, precious jewels ! I would, my daughter were 
dead at my foot, and the jewels in her ear; O, would 
fhe were hers'd at my foot, and the ducats in her 
coffin. No news of them; why, fo ! and I know not 
what's fpent in the fcarch : why, thou lofs upon lofs f 
the thief gone with fo much, and fo much to find 
the thief; and no fatis faction, no revenge, nor no ill 
luck ftirring, but what lights o' my moulders ; no 
fighs but o my breathing, no tears but o' my fhed- 
ding. 

Tub. Yes, other men have ill luck too ; Anthonio, 
as I heard in Genoa 

Shy. What, what, what? ill luck, ill luck? 

Tub. Hath an Argofy caft away, coming from 
Tripolis. 

Shy. I thank God, I thank God ; is it true ? is it 
true ? 

Tub. I fpoke with fome of thefailors that efcaped 
the wreck. 

Shy. I thank thee, good Tubal; good news, good 
news ; ha, ha, where ? in Genoa 1 

Tub. Your daughter Efpent in Genoa, as I heard, 
one night, fourfcore ducats. 

Shy. Thou ftick'ft a dagger in me ; I {hall never 
fee my gold again ; fourfcore ducats at a fitting, four- 
fcore ducats ! 

Tub. There came divers of Anthonio's creditors in 
my company to Venice, that fwcar he cannot chufe 
tut break. * > . 

Shy. I am glad of it, I'll plague him, I'll torture 
him ; I am glad of it. 

Tub. One of them Ihew'd me a ring, that he had 
of your daughter for a monkey. 

Shy. Qut upon her! thou tortureft me, Tubal; it 
was my Turquoife^ I had it of Leah w,tien I was a ba- 
chelor; I would not Jiave given it for a wildernefs of 
monkies. 

Tub. 
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Tub. But Anthonio is certainly undone. 

Shy. Nay, that's true, that's very true ; go fee me 
an officer, befpeak him a fortnight before. I will 
have the heart of him, if he forfeit ; for were he out 
of Venice, I can make what merchandize I will : go, 
go, Tubal, and meet me. at our fynagogue ; go, good 
Tubal; at our fynagogue, Tubal. [Exeunt:. 

s c EN E 11. 

Changes to Belmont. 

Enter Baflanio, Portia, Gratiano, and Attendants. 

The Ca/kets are Jet out. 

Tor. T Pray you, tarry; paufe a day or two, 

JL Before you hazard ; for in chufing wrong 
I lofe your company ; therefore, forbear a while. - 
There's fomething tells me (but it is not love) 
I would not lofe you ; and you know yourfelf, 
Hate counfels not in fuch a quality. 
But left you mould not underlland me well, 
And yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought, 
I would detain you here fome month or two, 
Before you venture for me. I could teach you 
How to chufe right, but I am then forfworn : 
So will I never be ; fo you may mifs me ; 
But if you do, you'll make me wifh a fin, 
That I had been forfworn. Beflirew your eyes, 
They have o'erlook'd me, and divided me ; 
One half of me is yours, the other half yours, 
Mine own, I would fay : but if mine, then yours ; 
And fo all yours. Alas ! thefe naughty times 
Put bars between the owners and their rights : 
And fo tho* yours, not yours, prove it fo, 
Let fortune go to hell for it. Not I. 
I fpeak too long, but 'tis to piece the time„ 
To eche it, and to draw it out in length* 
To ftay you from eleftion. 

L 3 Bafi 
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Baff. Let me chufe: 
For as I am, I live upon the rack. 

Tor. Upon the rack, Baffanio f then confefs* 
What treafon there is mingled with your love. 

Baff. None, but that ugly treafon of miftruft t 
Which makes me fear th* enjoying of my lovet 
There may as well be amity and life 
'Tween fnow and fire, as treafon and my love. 

Tor. Ay, but, I fear, you fpeak upon the rack 5 
Where men enforced do fpeak any thing. 

Baff. Promife me life, and I'll confefs the truth. 

Tor. Well then, confefs and live. 

Baff. Confefs, and love t 
Had been the very fum of my confeflion*. 
O happy torment, when my torturer 
Doth teach me anfwers for deliverance I 
But let me to my fortune and the cafkets* 

Tor. Away then i»I am lockt in one of them; 
If you do love me, you will find me out* 
Jftriffa, and the reft, ftand all. aloof* 
Ltt mufic found, while he doth make his choice ; 
Then, if he lofe, he makes a f wan-like end, 
v Fading in mufic. That the comparifon 
May ftand more juft, my eye mail be the ftreanx 
And wat'ry death-bed for him : he may win, 
And what is mufic then ? then- mufic is 
Even as the flouriih, when true fubjefts how 
To a new-crowned monarch : fuch it is, 
As are thofe dulcet founds in break of day, 
That creep into the dreaming bridegroom's ear, 
And fumirwm him to marriage. Now he goes T 
With no lefs prefence, but with much more loye^ 
Than young Alcides, when he did redeem 
The virgin- tribute, paid by howling Troy 
To the fea-monfter: I ftand for facrifice; 
The reft aloof are the har daman wives, 
With bleared vifages come forth to view 
The iffue of th' exploit. Go, Hercules! 

live 
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Live thou, I live; with much, much more difmay 
I view the fight, than thou, that mak'ft the fray. 

[Mufic within. 

A Songy whiljt Baflanio comments on the caputs to 

himfelf 

Tell me, where is fancy bred, 
Or in the heart, or in the head f 
How begot, how nouri/hed ? 
Reply, reply. 

It is engendered in the eye 9 
With gazing fed, and fancy dies 
In the cradle where it lies: 
Let us all ringfanefs knell, 
I'll begin it. 
Ding, dong, bell. 
All, Ding, dongi bell. 

Ba/f. So may the outward mows be leaft themfelves; 
The world is ftill deceiv'd with Ornament. 
In law, what plea fo tainted and corrupt, 
But being feafon'd with a gracious voice, 
Obfcures the (how of evil ? in religion, 
What damned error, but fome fober brow 
Will blefs it, and approve it with a text, 
Hiding the groflhefs with fair ornament ? 
There is no vice fo Gmple, but affumes 
Some mark of virtue on its outward parts. 
How many cowards, whofe hearts are all as falfe 
As ftairs of fand, wear yet upon their chins 
The beards of Hercules and frowning Mars; 
Who, inward fearcht, have livers white as milk ? 
And thefe aflume but valour's excrement, 
To render them redoubted. Look on beauty, 
And you {hall fee 'tis purchas'd by the weignt, 
Which therein works a miracle in nature, 
Making them lighleft, that wear moll of it. 

L4 So 
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So are thofe crifpy fnaky golden locks, 

Which make fuch wanton gambols with the wind 

Upon fuppofed fairnefs, often known 

To be the dowry % of a feconcl head, 

The fkull, that bred them, in the fepulchre. 

Thus Ornament is but the guilty more 

To a moft dangerous fea; the beauteous fcarf 

Veiling an Indian beauty; in a word, 

The feeming truth which cunning times put on 

T entrap the wifeft. Then, thou gaudy gold, 

Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee : 

Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudge 

*Tween man and man : but thou, thou meagre lead, 

"Which rather threatneft, than doft promife aught, 

Thy plainnefs moves me more than eloquence ; 

And here chufe I ; joy be the confequence ! 

Tor. How all the other paffions fleet to air, 
As doubtful thoughts, and rafh-embrae'd defpair, 
And mudd' ring fear, and green-ey'd jealoufy. 

love, be moderate, allay thy ecflafy; 
In meafure rain* the joy, fcant this excefs, 

1 feel too much thy blefling, make it lefs, 

For fear I furfeit. [Opening the leaden caJkeU 

Ba/f. What find I here ? 
Fair Portia's counterfeit ? what Demy-god 
Hath come fo near creation ? move thefe eyes ? 
Or whether, riding on the balls of mine. 
Seem they in motion? here are fever' d lips 
Parted with fugar breath ; fo fweet a bar 
Should funder fuch fweet friends : here in her hairs 
The painter plays the fpider, and hath woven 
A golden mem t* intrap the hearts of men, 

Fatter than gnats in cobwebs: but her eyes, 

How could he fee to do them ? having made one, 
Methinks, it mould have power to fleal both his, 
And leave itfelf unfinifiYd : yet how far 
The fubftance of my praife doth wrong this Ihadow 
In underprizing it ; U) far this fliadow 

Doth 
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Doth limp behind the Subftance. Here's the fcrowl T 
The continent and fummary of my fortune. 

You that chufe not by the view* 
Chance as fair ^ and chufe as true: 
Since this fortune falls to you^ 
Be content, andfeek no near. 
If you be well pleased with this, 
And hold your fortune for your blifs^ 
Turn. you where your Lady is, 
And claim her with a loving kifs. 

A gentle fcrowl; fair lady, by your leave; 

[Kiffing her. 

I come by note to give, and to receive. 
Like one of two contending in a Prize, 
That, thinks he hath done well in people's eyes;. 
Hearing applaufe and univerfal fhout, 
Giddy in fpirit, gazing ftill in doubt, 
Whether thofe peals of praife be his or no ; 
So (thrice-fair lady) ftand I, even fo, 
As doubtful whether what I fee be true, 
Until confirm' d, fign'd, ratify' d by you. 

For. You fee me, lord Baffanio, where I ftand r 
Such as I am; tho' for myfelf alone, 
I would not be ambitious in my Wifii, 
To wifli myfelf much better ;. yet for you, 
I would be trebled twenty times myfelf, 
A thoufand times more fair ; ten thoufand times 
More rich; that, to ftand high in your account, 
I might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends, 
Exceed account : but the full fum of me 
Is fome of fomething, which, to term in grofs. 
Is an unleflbn'd girl, unfchooFd, unpraftis'd : 
Happy in this, {he is not yet fo old 
But fhe may learn ; more happy then in this. 
She is not bred fo dull but fhe can learn ; 
Happieft of all, is, that her gentle fpirit 

L 5 Commits 
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Commits itfelf to yours to be dire&ed, 
As from her lord, her governor, her King : 
Myfelf, and what is mine, to you and yours 
Is now converted. But now I was the Lord 
Of this fair manfion, mafter of my fervants, 
Queen o'er myfelf ; and even now, but now, 
This houfe, thefe fervants, and this fame myfelf 
Are yours, my lord: I give them with this ring, 
Which, when you part from, lofe or give away, 
Let it prefage the ruin of your love, 
And be my vantage to exclaim, on you. 

Baffl Madam, you have bereft me of all words, 
Only my blood fpeaks to you in my veins ; 
And there is fuch Confufion in my pow'rs, 
As, after fome oration fairly fpoke 
By a beloved Prince, there doth appear 
Among the buzzing pleafed multitude; 
Where every fomething, being blent together, 
Turns to a wild of nothing, fave of joy 
Expreft, and. not expreft. But when this ring 
Parts £rom this finger, then parts life from hence; 
O, then be bold to fay, Ba/fanws dead. 

Ner. My lord and lady, it is now our time, 
That have flood by, and feen our wilhes profper, 
To cry, good joy, good joy, my lord and lady ! 

Gra. My lord Bajfanio^ and my gentle lady, 
I with you all the joy that you can wifh; 
For, I am fure, you can wilh none from me : 
And when your honours mean to folemnize 
The bargain of your faith, I do befeech you, 
Ev'n at that time I may be married too. 

Bajf. With all my heart, fo thou canft get a wife. 

Gra. I thank your lordfhip, you have got me One. 
My eyes, my lord, can look as fwift as yours; 
You faw the millrefs, I beheld the maid, 
You lov'd, I lov'd ; for intermiflion 
No more pertains to me, my lord, than you. . 
Your fortune flood upon the caiket there ; 

And 
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And fo did mine too, as the matter falls : 

For wooing here until I fweat again, 

And fwearing, till my very roof was dry 

With oaths of love; at laft, if promife laft, 

1 got a promife of this fair one here, 

To have her love, provided that your fortune 

Atchiev'd her miftrefs. 

Por. Is this true* Nerijfa} 

Ner. Madam, it is, fo you ftand pleas'd withal. 

Bajf. And do you, Gratiano^ mean good faith ? 

Gra. Yes, faith, my lord. 

Bajf. Our Feaft (hall be much honour'd in your 
marriage. 

Gra. We'll play with them, the firft boy for a 
thouf and Ducats. 

Ner. What, and flake down? 

Gra. No, we mall ne'er win at that fport, and 
flake down. 

But who comes here ? Lorenzo and his Infidel ? 
What, and my old Venetian friend, Salanio? 

SCENE III. 

Enter Lorenzo, Jeffica, and Salanio. 

Bajf. J OKENT^O and Salanio, welcome hither; 
«*-' If that the youth of my new Intereft here 

Have power to bid you welcome. By your leave, 

I bid my very friends and country-men, 

(Sweet Portia) welcome. 

Por. So do I, my Lord; they are intirely welcome* 
Lor. I thank your honour; for my' part, my lord, 

My purpofe was not to have feen you here; 

But meeting with Salanio by the way, 

He did intreat me, paft all faying nay, 

To come with him along. 
Sal. I did, my lord, 

And I have reafon for't 5 Signior Anthonio 

Commends him to you. [Gives Baflanio a Letter. 

L 6- Bajf. 
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Bajf. Ere I ope his letter, 
I pray you tell me how my good friend doth. 

Sal. Not fick, my lord, unlefs it be in mind ; 
Nor well, unlefs in mind ; his letter there 
Will fliew you his eftate. [Baflanro opens the letter. 

Gra. Neriffa^ cheer yond ftranger: Bid her wel- 
come. 
Your hand, Salanio; what's the news from Venice? 
How doth that royal merchant, good Anthonio? 
I know, he will be glad of our Succefs : 
We are the Jafons, we have won the fleece. 

Sal. Would you had won the Beece, that he hath 
loft! 

Tor. There are fomeftirewd Contents in yond fame 
paper, 
That fteal the colour from Baffanio's cheek : I 

Some dear Friend dead ; elfe nothing in the world 
Could turn fo much the conftitution 
Of any conftant man. What, worfe and worfe ! 
With leave, Baffanio, I am half yourfelf, 
And I muft have the half of any thing 
That this fame Paper brings you. 

Bqf.O fweet Portia! 
Here are a few of the unpleafant'ft words -p 

That ever blotted paper. Gentle lady, 
When I did firft impart my love to you, ' 

I freely told you, all the wealth I had 1 

Ran in my veins, I was a gentleman ; u 

And then I told you true ; and yet, dear lady, ^ 

Rating myfelf at nothing, you fhall fee 
How much I was a braggart : when I told you, 
My ftate was nothing, I lhould then have told you, 
v rhat I was worfe than nothing. For, indeed, 
I have engag'd myfelf to a dear friend, * 

Engag'd my Friend to his mere enemy, 
To feed my means. Here is a letter, lady, 
The paper, as the body of my friend ; 
And every word in it a gaping wound, , 

Killing 
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Ifluing life-blood. But is it true, Salanio? 
Have all his ventures fail'd? what not one hit? 
From Tripolis, from Mexico, from England, 
From Lijbon, Barbary, and Itm/zVi ? 
And not one veffel 'fcap'd the dreadful touch 
Of merchant-marring rocks? 

Sal. -Not one, my lord. 
Befides, it fhould appear, that if he had 
The prefent money to difcharge the jfen/, 
He would not take it. Never did I know 
A creature, that did bear the (hape of man, 
So keen and greedy to confound a man. 
He plies the Duke at morning and at night, 
And doth impeach the freedom of the ftate, 
If they- deny himjuftice. Twenty merchants, 
The Duke himfelf, and the Magnificoes 
Of greateft port, have all perfuaded with him; 
But none can drive him from the envious plea 
Of forfeiture, of juftice, and his bond. 

Jef. When I was with him, I have heard him fwear, 
To Tubal and to Chus his country-men, 
That he would rather have Anthonws flefh, 
Than twenty times the value of the fum 
That he did owe him; and I know, my lord, 
If law, authority, and pow'T deny not, • 
It will go hard with poor Anthonio. 

Tor. Is it your dear friend, that is thus in trouble? 

Bajf. The deareft friend to me, the kindeft Man, 
The beft conditioned: An unweary'd fpirit 
In doing courte&es; and one in whom 
The ancient Roman honour more appears, 
Than any that draws breath in Italy. 

Por. What Sum owes he the Jew? 

Bajf. For me, three thoufand ducats. 

Por. What, no more ? 
Pay him fix thoufand and deface the bond ; 
Double fix thoufand, and then treble that, 
Before a Friend of this defcription 

Shall 
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Shall lofe a hair through my Baffanws fault. 
Firft, go with me to church, and call me wife, 
And then away to Venice to your friend: 
For never fliall you lie by Portia s fide 
With an unquiet foul. You mail have gold 
To pay the petty debt twenty times over. 
When it is paid, bring your true friend along ; 
My maid Neriffa and rayfelf, mean time, 
Will live as maids and widows.': come, away ! 
For you fliall hence upon your wedding-day, 
Bid your Friends welcome, {hew a merry cheer; 
Since you are dear bought, I will love you dear. 
But let me hear the letter of your friend. 

Bajf. reads. QWEET Baflanio, myjhips have all mif- 
& carry* d^ my creditors grow cruel, my eftate 
is very lew, my bond to the Jew is forfeit; and Jince* in 
paying it r it is impojfible IJhould live, all debts are cleared 
between you and #*£, if I might but fee you at my death ; 
netwithjlandingy ufe your pleafure : if your love do not per- 
fuade you to come^ let not my letter. 

Tor. O love ! difpatch all Bufiriefs, and be gone. 
Bajf. Since I have your good leave to go away, 

I will make hafte ; but 'till I come again, 
No bed fliall e'er be guilty of my flay ; 

No reft be interpofer 'twixt us twain. [Exeunt* 

SCENE IV. 

Changes to a Street in Venice. 

Enter Shylock, Solarino, Anthonio, and the Goaler. 

Shy. f^ OALER, look to him: tell not me of 

vJ mercy. 
This Is the fool, that lent out money gratis. 
Goaler, look to him. 
Anth. Hear me yet, good Shylock. 

Shy. 
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Shy. Til have my bond; fpeak not againft my bond; 
I've fworn an oath, that I will have my bond. 
ThoucalFdft me dog, before thou hadft-a caufe; 
But fince I am a dog, beware my fangs : 
The Duke fcall grant me juftice. I do wonder, 
Thou naughty goaler, that thou art fo fond 
To come abroad with him at his requeft. 

Anth. I pray thee, hear me fpeak. 

Shy. Til have my bond ; I will not hear thee fpeak : 
Til have my bond; and therefore fpeak no more; 
I'll not be made a foft and dull-ey'd fool, 
To fhake the head, relent, and figh and yield 
To chriftian interceflbrs. Follow not ; 
I'll have no fpeaking ; I will have my bond. 

[Exit Shylock, 

Sola. It is the moft impenetrable cur, 
That ever kept with men. 

Anth. Let him alone, 
III follow him no more with bootlefs pray'rs: 
He feeks my life ; his reafon well I know ; 
I oft delivered from his forfeitures 
Many, that have at times made moan to me; 
Therefore he hates me. 

Sola. I am fure, the Duke 
Will never grant this Forfeiture to hold. 

Anth. * The Duke cannot deny the courfe of law; 
For the commodity that ft rangers have 
With us in Venice, if it be deny'd, 
Will much impeach the juftice of the ftate ; 
Since that the trade and profit of the city 
Confifleth of all nations. Therefore go, 

* The Duke cannot deny, 8cc— ] As the Reafon here given fcems * 
little perplexed, it may be proper to explain it. If, fays he, the Duke 
flop the Courfe of Law it will be attended with this Inconvenience, 
that ftranger Merchants, by whom the Wealth and Power of this 
City is fupported, will cry out of Injuftice. For the known Hated 
Law being their Guide and Security, they will never bear to have 
the Current of it Hoped on any Pretence of Equity whatfocver. 

Thefe 
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Thefe griefs and loffes have fo 'bated me, 

That I (hall hardly fpare a pound of flefh 

To-morrow to my bloody creditor. 

Well, goaler, on ; pray God, Baffanio come 

To fee me pay his debt, and then I care not .' [Exeunt* 

S C E N E ■ V. 

Changes to BELMONT. 

Enter Portia, Nerifla, Lorenzo, Jeflica, and Balthazar. 

Lor. Ti yT ADAM, although I fpeak it in your 

1VA prefence, 
You have a noble and a true conceit 
Of God-like amity ; which appears moft ftrongly 
In bearing thus the abfence of your lord. 
But if you knew to whom you ihew this honour, 
How true a gentleman you fend relief to, 
How dear a lover of my lord your hufband; 
I know, you would be prouder-of the work, 
Than cuftomary bounty can enforce you. 
Por. I never did repent of doing good, 
And fhall not now ; for in companions 
That do converfe and wafte the time together,. 
Whofe fouls do bear an equal yoke of love, 
There muft needs be a like proportion 
Of lineaments of manners, and of fpirit; 
Which makes me think, that this Anthonio, 
Being the bofom-lover of my lord, 
Muft needs be like my lord. If it be fo, 
How little is the coft I have bellowed, 
In purchafing the femblance of my foul 
From out the ftate of hellifh cruelty? 
This comes too near the praifing of myfelf; 
Therefore, no more of it: hear other things. 
Lorenzo^ I commit into your hands 
The hufbandry and manage of my houfe, 
Until my lord's return. For mine own part, 

I 
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I have tow'rd heav'n breath'd a fecret vow T 

To live in prayer and contemplation, 

Only attended by Nerijfa here, 

Until her hufband and my Lord's return* 

There is a monaftery two miles off, 

And there we will abide. I do defire you T 

Not to deny this Impofition : 

The which my love and fome neceflity 

Now lays upon you. 

Lor. Madam, with all my heart; 
I {hall obey you in all fair commands. 

For. My people do already know my mindV 
And will acknowledge you and JeJJica 
In place of lord Bajfanio and myfelf. 
So fare you well, 'till we fhali meet again. 

JLor.pFair thoughts and happy hours attend on'you! 

Jtf. I wilh your ladyfhip all heart's content. 

For, I thank you for your wilh, and am well 
pleafed 
To wilh it back on you : fare you well, JeJJlcd. 

[Exeunt Jeffica and Lorenzo. 
Now, Balthazar, 

As I have ever found thee honeft, true, 
So let rife find thee {till : take this fame letter, 
And ufe thou all th' endeavour of a man, 
In fpeed to Padua; fee thou render this 
Into my coufin's hand, Do&ot Bellario ; 
And look what notes and garments he doth give thee, 
Bring them, I pray thee, with imagin'd fpeed 
Unto the Trajeft, to the common ferry 
Which trades to Venice: wafte no time in words, 
But get thee gone ; I {hall be there before thee. 

Bal. Madam, I go with all convenient fpeed. [Exit. 

Tor. Come on, Neriffa; I have work in hand,i 
That you yet know not of: we'll fee our hufbands 7 
Before they think of us.' 

Ner. Shall they fee us? 

For. They Ihall, Nerijfa ; but in fuch a habit, 

That 
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That they fhall think we are accompliflied 

With what we lack. I'll hold thee any wager, 

"When we are both apparell'd like young men, 

Til prove the prettier fellow of the two, 

And wear my dagger with the braver grace ; 

And fpeak between the change of man and boy, 

With a reed Voice ; and turn two mincing Heps 

Into a manly firide ; and fpeak of frays, 

Like a fine bragging youth; and tell quaint lies, 

How honourable ladies fought my love, 

Which I denying, they fell fick and dyVl, 

I could not do with all: then Til repent, 

And wifh, fpr all that, that I had not kuTd them. 

And twenty of thefe puny lies I'll tell ; 

That men fhall fwear, I've difcontinued fchool 

Above a Iwelve-month. I have in my mind 

A thoufand raw tricks of thefe bragging jacks, 

Which I will pra&ife. 

Ner. Shall we turn to men? 

JrV« Fie, what a queftion's that, 
If thou wert near a lewd Interpreter ? 
But come, I'll tell thee all my whole device 
When I am in my coach, which ftays for us 
At the park-gate; and therefore hafte away, 
For we muft meafure twenty miles to day. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. 

Enter Launcelot and Jeflica. 

. X7 ES, truly: for look you, the fins of the 
JL father are to be laid upon the children; 
therefore, I promife you, I fear you. I was always 
plain with you; and fo now I fpeak my agitation of 
the matter: therefore be of good cheer; for truly, I 
think, you are damn'd: there is but one hope in it 
that can do you any good, and that is but a kind of 
baftard hope neither. 

3f 
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Jef And what hope is that, I pray thee ? 

Laun. Marry, you may partly hope that your fa- 
ther got you not, that you are not the Jaw's daughter. 

Jtf. That were a kind of baftard hope, indeed; 
fo the fins of my mother fhould be vifited upon me, 

Laun. Truly, then, I fear, you are damn'd both 
by father and mother; thus when you fliun Scylla, 
your father, you fall into Chary bdis, your mother: 
well, you are gone both ways, 

Jef. I (hall be faved by my hulband; he hath made 
me a chriftian. 

Laun. Truly, the more to blame he ; we were 
chriftians enough before, e'en as many as could well 
live on« by another: this making of chriftians will 
raife the price of hogs; if we grow all to be pork- 
eaters, we {hall not mortly have arafher on the coals 
for money. 

Enter Lorenzo. 

Jef. Til tell my huffiand,, Lzunccfci, v;hat you fay t 
here he comes. 

Lor. I (hall grow jealous of you {hartly, Launceloi, 
if you thus get my wife into corners. 

Jef Nay, you need not fear us,. Lorenzo; Launceloi 
and I are out; he tells me flatly, there is no mercy 
forme in heav'n, becaufe I am a JoiTs daughter: 
and he fays, you are no good member of the com- 
monwealth; for, in converting Jews. to chriftians, you 
raife the price of pork. 

Lor. I {hall anl'wer that better to the common* 
wealth, than you can the getting up of the negro's 
belly: the Moor is with child by yqu, Launcelot. 

Laun. It is much, that the Moor {hould be more 
than reafon : but if flae be left than an boneft woman, 
{he is indeed more than I took her for. 

Lor. How every fool can play upon the word ! I 
think, the beft grace of wit will fhortly turn into 
filence, and difcourfe grow commendable in none 

but 
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but parrots. Go, in, firrah, bid them prepare for 
dinner. 

Laun. That is done, Sir; they have all ftomachs. 

Lor. Good lord, what a wit-fnapper are you ! then 
bid them prepare dinner. 

Laun. That is done too, Sir; only, cover is the 
word. 

Lor. Will you cover then, Sir? 

Laun. Not fo, Sir, neither; I know my duty. 

Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occafion ! will thou 
fliew the whole wealth of thy wit in an inftant? I 
pray thee understand a plain man in his plain mean- 
ing* g° to thy fellows, bid them cover the table, 
ferve in the meat, and we will come in to dinner. 

Laun. For the table, Sir, it mail be ferv'd in ; for 
the meat, Sir, it mail be covered; for your coming 
in to dinner, Sir, why, let it be as humours and con- 
ceits (hall govern. [Exit Laun. 

Lor. O dear difcretion, how his words are fuited 1 
The fool hath planted in his memory 
An army of good words ; and I do know 
A many fools that ftand in better place, 
GarniftVd like him, that fof a trickfy word 
Defy the matter: how far'ft thou, Jejfieat 
And now, good fweet, fay thy opinion, 
How doft thou like the lord Baffanio's wife? 

Jef. Paft all expreffing : it is very meet, 
The lord Bajfanio live an upright life. 
For, having fuch a Bleffing in his lady, 
He finds the joys of heaven here on earth : 
And if on earth he do not merit it, 
In reafon he mould never come to heav'n. 
Why, if two Gods Ihould play fome heav'nly match, 
And on the wager lay two earthly women, 
And Portia one, there muft be fomething elfe 
PawnM with the other; for the poor rude world 
Hath not her fellow. 

Lor. 
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Lor. Even fuch a hufband 
Haft thou of me, as fhe is for a wife. 

Jef. Nay, but aflc my opinion too of that. 

Lor. I will anon: firft, let us go to dinner. 

Jef. Nay, let mepraife you, while I have a fto- 
mach. 

Lor. No, pray thee, let it ferve for table-talk ; 
Then, howfoe'er thou fpeak'ft, 'mong other things, 
I malt digeft it. 

Jef. Well, I'll fet you forth. [Exeunt. 



ACT IV. SCENE I. 

The Senate-Hotife in Venice. 

Enter the Duke, the Senators ; Anthonio, Baffanio, 

and Gratiano, at the Bar. 



Duk 



£. 



WHAT, is Anthonio here? 
Anth. Ready, fo pleafe your Grace. 

Duke. I'm forry for thee ; thou art come to anfwer 
A ftony adverfary, an inhuman wretch 
Uncapable of pity, void and empty 
From any dram of mercy. 

Anth. I have heard, # 

Your Grace hath ta'en great pains to qualify 
His rig'rous courfe; but fince he -Hands obdurate, 
And that no lawful means can carry me 
Out of his envy's reach, I do oppole 
My patience to his fury ; and am arm'd 
To fuffer, with a quietnefs of fpirit, 
The very tyranny and rage of his. 

Duke. Go one, and call the Jew into the Court. 

JSaL He's ready at the door : he comes, my lord. 

Enter 
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Enter Shy lock. 

Duke. Make room, and let him ftand before our 
face. 
Shylock, the world thinks, and I think fo too. 
That thou but lead'ft this fafliion of thy malice 
To the laft hour of aft ; and then 'tis thought, 
Thou'lt mew thy mercy and remorfe more ftrange, 
Than is thy ftrange apparent cruelty. 
And, where thou now exa&'ft the penalty, 
Which is a pound of this poor merchant's flefii, 
Thou wilt not only lofe the forfeiture, 
But, touched with human gentlenefs and love^ 
Forgive a moiety of the principal ; 
Glancing an eye of pity on his lofles, 
That have of late fo huddled on his back, 
Enough to prefs a royal merchant down; 
And pluck coramiferation of his ftate 
From brafly bofoms, and rough hearts of flint ; 
From ftubborn Turks and Tartars, never train'd 
To offices of tender courtefy. 
We all expeft a gentle anfwer, Jew. 

Shy. I have poffefs'd your Grace of what Ipurpefe* 
And by our holy Sabbath have t fworn, 
To have the due and forfeit of my bond. 
If you deny it, let the danger light 
Upon your charter, and your city's freedom I 
You'll aflc me, why I rather chufe to have 
A weight of*carrion flefh, than to receive 
Three thoufand ducats ? I'll now anfwer thit 
By faying 'tis my humour, is it anfwer'd? 
What if my houfe be troubled with a rat, 
And I be pleas'd to give ten thoufand ducats 
To have it baned ? what, are you anfwer'd yet ? 
Some men there are, love not a gaping pig ; 
Some, that are mad, if they behold a cat ; 
And others, when the bag-pipe fings i'th' nofe, 
Cannot contain their urine for affecTuon. 

Matters 
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Mailers of paflion fway it to the mood 

Of what it likes, or loaths. Now, for your anfwer: 

As there is no firm reafon to be renderd, 

Why he cannot abide a gaping pig; 

Why he, a harmlefs neeeflary cat; 

Why he, a woollen bag-pipe ; but of force 

Mutt yield to fuch inevitable fhame, 

As to offend, himfelf being offended ; 

So can I give no reafon, nor I will not, 

More than a lodg'd hate and a certain loathing ' 

I bear Anthonio, that I follow thus 

A lofing fuit againft him. Are you anfwer'd ? 

Baff. This is no anfwer thou unfeeling man, 
T* excufe the current of thy cruelty. 

Shy. I am not bound to pleafe thee with my an* 
fwer. 

Baff. Do all men kill the thing they do not love? 

Shy. Hates any Man the .thing he would not kill? 

Bajf. Ev'ry .offence is not a hate at firft. 

Shy. What, would'ft thou have a ferpent fling thee 
twice ? 

Anth. I pray you, think, you queftion with a Jew. 
You may as well go ftand upon the beach, 
And bid the main flood 'bate his ufual height. 
You may as well ufe queftion with the wolf, 
Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb. 
You may as well forbid the mountain-pines 
To wag their high tops, and to make a noife, 
When they are fretted with the gufts of heav'n. 
You may as well do any thing moft hard, 
As feek to foften that, (than which what's harder!) 
His Jewj/h heart. Therefore, I do befeech you., 
Make no more offers, ufe no farther means ; 
But with all brief and plain conveniency 
3Let me have judgment, and the Jew his will. 

Bajf. For thy three thoufand ducats here is fix. 

Shy* If ev'ry ducat in fix thoufand ducats 

Were 
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Were in fix parts, and ev'ry part a ducat, 

I would not draw them, I would have my bond. 

Duke. How (halt thou hope for mercy, rendering 
none ? 

Shy. What judgment mail I dread,doingno wrong? 
You have among you many a purchas'd flave, 
Which r like your affes, and your dogs, and mules. 
You ufe in abje& and in (lavilh part, 
Becaufe you bought them. Shall I fay to you, 
Let them be free, marry them to your heirs ? 
Why fweat they under burdens ? let their beds 
Be made as foft as yours, and let their palates 
Be feafon'd with fuch viands ; you will anfwer, 
The (laves are ours. So do I anfwer you : 
The pound of flefh, which I demand of him, 
Is dearly bought, 'tis mine, and I will have it. 
If you deny me, fie upon your law ! 
There is no force in the decrees of Venice : 
I ftand for judgment ; anfwer; (hall I have it ? 

Duke. Upon my pow"r I may difmifs this Court, 
Unlefs Bellario, a learned Doftor, 
Whom I have fent for to determine this) 
Come here to day. 

Sal. My lord, here flays, without, 
A meffenger with letters from the Do&or, 
New come from Padua. 

Duke. Bring us the letters, call the meffenger. 

Bajf. Good cheer, Antkonio; what, man, courage 
yet: 
The jFrtu (hall have my fle(h, blood, bones, and all, 
Ere thou (halt lofe for me one drop of blood. 

Anth. I am a tainted weather of the flock, 
Meeteft for death : the weakeft kind of fruit 
Drops earlieft to the ground, and fo let me. 
You cannot better be employ'd, Bajfanio, 
Than to live (till, and write mine epitaph. 

SCENE 
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s c e n 5 n. " 

Enter Nerifla, drefs'd like a Lawyers Clerk. 

Duke. ptAME you from Padua, from Bellario? 

VJt Ner. From both, my lord : Ballario greets 

your Grace. 

Bajf. Why doft thou whet thy knife fo earneftly ? 

Shy. To cut the forfeit from that bankrupt there. 

Gra. * Not on thy fole, but on thy foul, harfh 

Thou mak'ft thy knife keen ; for no metal can, 
No, not the hangman's ax, bear half the keennefs 
Of thy (harp envy. Can no prayers pierce thee ? 

Shy, No, none that thou haft wit enough to make. 

Gra. O be thou damn'd, inexorable dog, 
And for thy life let juftice be accus'd ! 
Thou almoft mak'ft me waver in my faith, 
To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 
That' fouls of animals infufe themfelves 
Into the trunks of men. • Thy currifti fpirit 
Govern'd a wolf, who, hang'd for human flaughter, 
Ev'n from the gallows did his fell foul fleet, 
And, whilfl: thou lay'ft in thy unhallowed dam, 
Infus'd itfelf in thee: for thy defires 
Are wolfifli, bloody, ftanrd, and ravenous. 

Shy. 'Till'thou canft rail the feal from off my bond, 
Thou but offend'ft thy lungs to fpeak fo loud. 
Repair thy wit, good youth, or it will fall 
To curelefs ruin. I ftand here for law. 

Duke This letter from Bellario doth commend 
A young and learned doftor to our Court. 
Where is he ? 

* Net on thy fole, but on thy foul, harjhjcw,] This loft Jingle Mr. 
Theobald found again; but knew not what to make of it when he 
had it, as appears by his Paraphrafe, "tho thou thinkefi that thou art 
whetting thy knife on the fole of Ihy Shoe, yet it is upon thy foul, thy immor- 
tal Part. Abfurd ! the Conceit is, that his Soul vvas fo hard -that it 
had given an Edge to. his Knife. 

Vol, II. * M Mr. 
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r Ner. He attendeth here hard by 
To know your anfwer, whether you'll admit him. 
Duke. With all my heart. Some three or four of 
you 
Go give him courteous condud to this pkujev 
Mean time, the Court {hall hear Bdlario's letter. 

rO UR Grace Jhall under/land, that, at the receipt of 
your letter , I am veryjick: but at theinjlant that your 
meffenger came, in loving vifitation was with me a young 
Doctor of Rome, his Name is Balthafar : I acquainted 
him with the caufe in controverfy between the Jew and An- 
thonio the merchant* We turnd o'er many books together: 
he is fumijhed with my opinion, which, bettered with his 
own learning, (the greatnefs whereof I cannot enough corru 
mend,) comes with him at my importunity, tpJUl up your 
Grace's requejl in myjlcad. 1 befeech you, let his lack of 
years be no impediment, to let him lack a reverend ejlima- 
tion : For I never knewfo young a body withfo old a head. 
I leave him to your gracious acceptance, whqfe trial fhall 
better publj/h his commendation* 

Enter Portia, drtfsd like a Dodor of Laws. 

Duke. You hear the learn'd Bellario, what he writes* 
And here, I take it, is the Doflor come : 
Give me your hand. Came you from old Bellario? 

Tor. I did, my lord. 

Duke. You're welcome : take your place. 
Are you acquainted with the difference, 
That holds this prefent queftion in the Court ? 

Tor. I am informed throughly of the cafe. 
Which is the merchant here? and which the Jew f 

Duke. Anthonio and old Shylock, both Hand forth. 

Tor. Is your name Shylock ? . » r 

Shy. Shylock is my name. 

Tor. Of a ftrange nature is the fuit you follow; 
Yet in fuch rule, that the Venetian law 

Cannot 
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Cannot impugn you, as you do proceed. 

You ftand within his danger, do you not ? [To Anth. 

Anth. Ay, fo he fays. 

Por. Do you confefs the bond ? 

Anth. I do. ** 1 

Por. Then muft the Jew be merciful. I 

Shy. On what compulfion muft I? tell meihat. 

Por. The quality of mercy is not drain' d ; j 

It droppeth, as the gentle rain from heav'n 
Upon: the place bene*ath. It is twice blefs'd ; 
It blefleth him that gives, and him that takes. 
'Tis mightieft in the mightieft; it becomes 
The throned monarch better than his Crown : 
His fcepter Chews the force of temporal pow'r, 
The attribute to awe and majefty, 
Wherein doth fit the dread and fear of Kings ? 
But mercy is above this fcepter'd fway, 
It is enthroned in the hearts of Kings ; 
It is an attribute to God himfelf ; 
And earthly power doth then mew likeft God's, 
When mercy feafons juftice. Therefore, Jew, 
Tho 1 juftice be thy plea, confider this, 
That in the courfe of juftice none of us 
Should fee falvation. We do pray for mercy ; 
And that feme pray'r doth teach us all to render 
The deeds of. mercy. I have fpoke thus much 
To mitigate the juftice of thy plea ; 
Which, if thou follow, this drift Court of Venice 
Muft needs give fentence 'gainft the merchant there. 

Shy. My deeds upon my head ! I crave the law, 
The penalty and forfeit of my bond. 

Por. Is he not able to difcharge the money ? 
Bq/f. Yes, here I tender it for him in the Court, 
Yea, twice the fum ; if that will not fuffice, 
I Mfill be bound to pay it ten times o'er, 
On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart. 
If this will not fuffice, it muft appear 
That malice bears down truth. And I befeech you, 

M 2 Wreft 
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Wreft once the law to your authority. 
To do a great right, do a little wrong ; 
And curb this cruel devil of his will. 

Por. It muft not be ; there is no pow'r in Venice^ 
Can alter a decree eftablifhed. 
'Twill be recorded for a precedent ; 
And many an error, by the fame example, 
Will rufh into the ftate. It cannot be. 

Shy. A Daniel come to judgment ! yea, a Daniel. 
O wife young judge, how do I honour thee*! 

Por* I pray you, let me look upon the bond. 
^Shy. Here 'tis, moft reverend DoAor, here it is. 

Por. .Shylock* there's thrice thy money offer' d thee. 

Shy. An oath, an oath, — I have an oath in heav'n. 
Shall I lay perjury upon my foul ? 
No, not for Venice. 

Por. Why, this bond is forfeit ; 
And lawfully by this the Jew may claim 
A pound of flefh, to be by him cut off 
Neareft the merchant's heart. Be merciful, 
Take thrice thy money, bid me tear the bond. 

Shy. When it is paid according to the tenour. 
It doth appear, you are a worthyjudge; 
You know the law \ your expo Titian 
Hath been moft found. I charge you by the law, 
Whereof you are a well-deferving pillar, 
Proceed to judgment. By my foul I fwear, 
There is rip power in the tongue of man 
To alter me. I ftay here on my bond. 

Anth. Moft heartily I do befcech the Court 
To give the judgment. 

Por. Why, then thus it is : 
You muft prepare your bofom for his knife. 

Shy. O noble judge ! O excellent young man .' 

J&r. For the intent and purpofe of the law • 
Hath full relation to the penalty, 
Which here appeareth due upon the bond. 

Shy. 
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Shy. 1 Tis very true. O wife and upright judge, 
How much more elder art thou than thy looks I 

Por. Therefore lay bare your bofom. 

Shy. Ay, his breaft ; 
-So fays the bond, doth it not, noble judge? 
Neareft his heart, thofe are the very words. 

Por. It is fo. Are there fcales, to weigh the flefh ? 

Shy. I have them ready, 

Por. Have by fome furgeon, Shylock, on your 
charge T 
To flop his wounds, left he foould bleed to death. 

Shy. Is it fo nominated in the bond ? 

Por. It is not fo exprefs'd ; but what of that ? 
'Twere good, you do fo much for charity. 

Shy. f cannot find it ; 'tis not in the bond. 

Por. Come, merchant, have you any thing to fay ? 

Anth. But little: I am anno, and well prepared. 
Give me your hand, Baffanio, fare you well ! 
Grieve not, that I am fall'n to this for you : 
For herein fortune (hews herfelf more kind,. 
Than is her cuffom. It is ftill her ufe, 
To let the wretched man out-live his wealth, 
To view with hoiLojv eye, and wrinkled brow, 
An age of poverty : From' which ling' ring penance 
Of fuch a mifery doth fhe cut me off. 
Commend me to your honourable wife *, 
Tell her the procefs oi Anthonws end ; 
Say, how I lov'd you } fpeak me fair in death: 
And when the tale is told, bid her be judge, 
Whether Bajfanio had not once a love. 
Repent not you, that you (hall lofe your friend - r 
# And he repents not, that he pays your debt \ 
For if the Jew do cut but deep enough-, 
Til pay it inftantly with all my heart. 

Bajf. Anthonio, I am married to a wife r 
Which is as dear tome as life itfelf; 
But life itfelf, my wife, and all the world,. \ 

Are not with me efteem'd above thy life. 

M 3 I would 
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I would lofe all ; ay, facrifice them all 
Here to this devil, to deliver you. 

For. Your wife would give you little thanks for 
that, 
If flie were by to hear you make the offer. 

Gra. I have a wife, whom, I proteft, I love ; 
I would, ihe were in heav'n, fofhe could 
Intreat fome Pow'r to change this currilh "Jew.. 
Ner. "Tis well, you offer it behind her back; 
The wifh would make elfe an unquiet hotife. 

Shy. Thefe be the chriftian hufbands. I've a 
daughter ; 
'Would, any of the ftock of Barrabai 
Had been her hufband, rather than a chriftian ! [AJuk. 
We trifle time ; I pray thee, purfue fentence. 

For. A pound of that fame merchant 1 * flefh is thine. 
The Court awards it, and the law doth give it. 
Shy. Mod rightful judge ! 

For. And you muft cut this flefli from ofFhis bread ; 
The law allows it* and the Court awards it* 

SJiy. Moft learned judge ? afentehce: corrie^ pre- 
pare. 
For. Tarry a little, there is fomething elfe. * 
This bond doth give thee here no jot of bldod ; 
The words exprefly are, a pound of flefh. 
Then take thy bond, take thou thy pound of flefh; 
But, in the cutting it, if thou doft fhed 
One drop of christian blood ; thy lands and goods 
Are, by the laws of Venice, connfeate 
Unto the flate of Venice. 

Gra. O upright judge ! mark, Jew; O learned 

judge ! 
Shy. Is that the law ? 
For. Thyfelffhalt fee the Aft: 
For as thou urgeft juflice, be affur'd, 
Thou fhall have juftice, more than thou defiVft. 
Gra. O learned judge ! mark, Jew ; a learned 
judge I 

Shy. 



The Merchant of Venice. 54 j 

Shy. I take this offer then, pay the bond thrice, 
And let the chriftian go. 

Baffl Here is the money. 

Por. The J«t/ fhall have all juftice ; foft ! no hafte ; 
He fhall have nothing but the penalty. 

Gra. O Jew ! an upright judge, a learned judge ! 

Por. Therefore prepare thee to cut off the flelh ; 
ShecLthou no blood, nor cut thou lefs, nor more, 
But juft a pound of flefh : if thou tak'ft more 
Or lefs than a juft pound, be't but fb much 
As makes it light or heavy in the fubftance, 
On the divifion of the twentieth part 
Of one poor fcruple ; nay, if the fcale turn 
But in the eftimation of at hair, 
Thou dieft, and all thy goods are confiscate. 

Gra. A fecond Daniel, a Daniel, Jew! 
Now, infidel, I have thee on the hip. 

Por. Why doth the Jew paufe ? take the forfeiture. 

Shy. Give me my principal, and let me go. * 

Baff. I have it ready for thee ; here it is. 

Por. He hath tefuVd it in the^t^n Court ; 
He fhall have merely juftice, and his bond: 

Gra. A Daniel, ftill fay I ; a fecond Daniel! 
I thank thee, Jew, for teaching me that Word. 

Shy. Shall I ndt barely have my principal ? 

Por. Thou fhalt have nothing but the forfeiture, 
To be fo taken at thy peril, Jew. 

Shy. Why, then the devil give him good of it ! 
Til ftay no longer que ft ion, 

Por. Tarry, Jew. 
The law hath yet another hold on you: 
It is enacted in the laws of Venice, 
If it be provM againft an alien, 
That by direct, or indirect, attempts . 
He feeks the life of any citizen, 
The party, 'gainft the which he. doth contrive, 
Shall feize on half his goods ; the other half 
Comes to the privy Coffer of the ftate; ' 

M 4 And 
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And the offender's life lies in the mercy 
Of the Duke only, 'gainft all other voice r 
In which predicament, I fay, thou ftand'ft. 
For it appears by manifeft proceeding, 
That indirectly, and dire&ly too, 
Thou haft contrived againft the very life 
Of the defendant ; and thou haft incurr d 
The danger formally by me rehears'd.* 
Down, therefore, and beg mercy of the Duke. 

Gra. Beg, that thou may' ft have leave to hang 
thyfelf; 
And yet, thy wealth being forfeit to the ftate, 
Thou haft not left the value of a cord ; 
Therefore, thou mult be hang'd at the ftate's charge. 

Duke. That thou may'ft fee the difference of our 
fpirit. 
I pardon thee thy life before thou aflc it : 
For half thy wealth, it is Anthonio's ; 
The other half comes to the general ftate, • 
Which humblenefs may drive, unto a fine. 

Par. Ay v for the ftate; not for Anttonio* 

Shy. Nay, take my life and all: pardon not that. 
You take my houfe, when you do take the prop 
That doth fuftain my houfe : you take my life, 
When you do take the means whereby I live. 

Par* What mercy can you render him, Anthonio ? 

Gra. A halter gratis; nothing elfe, for God's fake. 

Anth. So pleafe my lord the Dnke,and all the Court, 
To quit the fine for one half of his goods t 
J am content; fo he will let me have 
The other half in ufe, to render it ♦ 
Upon his death unto the gentleman, 
That lately ftole his daughter. 
Two things provided more, that for this favour 
He prefently become a chriftian ; 
The other, that he do record a Gift 
Here in the Court, of all he dies poflefs'd, 
Unto his fon Lorenza and his daughter. 

Duke. 
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Duke. He (hall do this, or elfe I do recant 
The pardon that I late pronounced here. 

Por. Art thou contented, Jew ? what doft thou fay? 

Shy. I am content. 

Por. Clerk, draw a Deed of gift. 

Shy. I pray you give me leave to go from hence ; 
I am not well; fend the Deed after me, 
And I will fign it. 

Duke, Get thee gone, but do it. 

Gra. In chrinYning thou fhalt have two godfathers. 
Had I been judge, thou fhoukTft have had ten more, 
To bring thee to the gallows, not the font. 

[Exit Shylock. 

Duke, Sir, I in treat you home with me to dinner. 

Por. I humbly do defire your Grace of pafdon ;. 
I mufi away this night to Padua^ 
And it is meet, I prefently fct forth. 

Duke. I'm forry, that your leifure ferves you not. 
Anthonio^ gratify this gentleman; 
For in my mind, you are much bound to him. 

[Exit Duke and his train. 

SCENE IH. 

Ba/f. TV /TOST worthy gentleman ! I and my friend 
XVA Have by your wifdom been this day ac- 
quitted 
Of grievous penalties ; in lieu whereof, 
Three thoufand ducats, due unto the Jew, 
We freely cope your courteous pains withaL 

Anth. And ftand indebted, over and above, 
In love and fervice to you evermore. 

Por. He is well paid, that is well fatisfy'd ; 
And I, delivering you, am fatisfy'd, 
And therein do account myfelf well paid ; 
My mind was never yet more mercenary. 
I pray you, know me, when we meet again ;: 
I wilh you well, and fo 1 take my leave. 

M 5 Bafi 
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Bqffl Dear Sir, of force I muft attempt you further. 
Take fome remembrance of us, for a tribute, 
Not as a fee : grant me two things, I pray you, 
Not to deny me, and to pardon me. 

For. You prefs me far, and therefore I will yield. 
Give me your gloves, I'll wear 'em for your fake ; 
And, for your love* I'll take this ring from you. 
Do not draw back your hand, 111 take no more ; 
And you in love (hall not deny me this. 

Baff. This ring, good Sir, alas, it is a trifle ; 
I will jnot ihame myfeif to give you this. 

Tor. I will have nothing elfe but only this, 
And now, methinks, I have a mind to it. 

Baff. There's more depends on this, than on the 

. value. 
The deareft ring in Venice will I give you, 
And find it out by proclamation ; 
Only for this, I pray you, pardon me. 

For. I fee, Sir, you are liberal in offers ; 
You tauglit me firft to beg, and now, methinks, 
You teach me how a beggar mould be anfwer'd. 

Baff. Good Sir, this ring was giv'n^me by my wife. 
And, when {he put it on, Ihe made me vow, 
That I mould neither fell, nor give, nor lofe it. 

For. That 'fcufe ferves many men to fave their 
gifts; 
And if your wife be not a mad woman, 
And know how well I have deferv'd the ring, 
She wou'd not hold out enmity for ever, 
For giving it to me. Well, peace be with you ! 

[Exit with NeTiffa. 

Anth, My lord Baffanio, let him have the ring. 
Let his defervings, and my love withal, 
Be valu'd 'gainft your wife^s commandment. 

Bajf. Go, Gratiano % tun and overtake him, 
Give him the ring ; and bring him, if thou can 1 ft, 
\3nto Anthoni<?s houfe : away, make hafte. [Exit Gra. 
Gome, you and I will thither prefently ; 

And 
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And in the morning early will we both 

Fly toward Belmont; come, Anthonio. [Exeunt. 

Re-enter Portia and Neriffa. 

Tor. Enquire the Jetvs houfe out, give him this 
Deed, 
And let him fign it v we^ll away to night, 
And be a day before our hufbands home : 
This Deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo* 

Enter Gratiano. 

Gra. Fair Sir, you are well o'erta'en : 
My lord Baffhnio, upon more advice, 
Hath fent you here this ring, and doth in treat 
Your company at dinner. 

Por. That cannot be. 
This ring I do accept moft thankfully, 
And fo, I pray you, tell him ; furthermore, 
I pray you, (hew my Youth old Shylock's houfe. 

Gra. That will I do. 

Ner. Sir, I would fpeak with you. 
I'll fee if I can get my hufband's ring : [To Por. 

Which I did make him fwear to keep for ever. 

Por. Thou may'ft, I warrant. We (hall have old 
fwearing, 
That they did give the rings away to men ; 
But we'll out-face them, and out-fwear them too: 
Away, make hafte, thou know'ft where I will tarry. 

Ner. Come, good Sir, will you fhew me to this 
- houfe? [Exeunt, 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 

BELMONT. 

A Grave, or green Race, before Portia'* Houfe. 
Enter Lorenzo and Jeflica. 

Lorenzo. 

THE moon fhines bright: In fuch a night as 
this, 
When the fweet wind did gently kifs the trees, 
And they did make no noife ; in fuch a night, 
Troylus^ methinks, mounted the Trojan wall ; 
And figh'd his fofd toward the Grecian tents, 
Where CreJJid lay that night. 

Jef. In fuch a night. 
Did Thijbe fearfully o'er-trip the dew ; 
And faw the lion's fhadow ere himfelf, 
And ran difmayed away. 

Lor. In fuch a night, 
Stood Dido with a willow in her hand 
Upon the wild fea-banks, and wav'd her love 
To come again to Carthage. 

Jef. In fuch a night, 
Medea gather 1 d the enchanted herbs, 
That did renew old ALfon. 

Lor. In fuch a night, 
Did Jejfua Ileal from the wealthy Jew^ 
And with an un thrift love did run from Venice, 
As far as Belmont. 

Jef. And in fuch a night, 
Did young Lorenzo fwear, he lov'd her well ; 
Stealing her foul with many vows of faith, 
And ne'er a true one. 

Lor. And in fuch a night, 
Did pretty Jejjica, (like a little fhrew) 
Slander her love, and he forgave it her. 
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Jef. I would out-night you, did no body come: 
But hark, I hear the footing of a man. 

Enter Stephano. 

Lor. Who comes fo faft, in filence of the night ? 

Mef A friend. 

Lor. What friend? your name, I pray you, friend? 

Mef. Stephano is my name, and* I bring word, 
My miftrefs will before the break of day 
Be here at Belmont : fhe doth ftray about 
By holy Croffes, where flie kneels, and prays, 
For happy wedlock hours. 

Lor. Who comes with her ? 

Mef. None, but a holy hermit, and her maid. 
I pray you, is my mailer yet return'd? 

Lor. He is not, nor have we yet heard from him.: 
But go we in, I pray thee, Jeffica, 
AndceTemonioufly let us prepare 
Some welcome for the miftrefs of the houfe. 

■ 

Enter Launcelot. 

Laun. Sola, fola* wo ha, ho, fola, fola I 

Lor. Who calls ? 

Laun. Sola! did you fee mailer Lorenzo and miftrefs 
Lorenza? fola, fola! 

Lor. Leave hollowing, man : here. 

Laun. Sola ! where ? where ? 

Lor. Here. 

Laun. Tell him, there's a poll come from my 
matter, with his horn full of good news. My mailer 
will be here ere morning. 

Lor. Sweet love, let's in, and there expeft their 
coming. 
And yet no matter: why fhould we go in? 
My friend Stephano, fignify, I pray you, » 

Within the houfe, your miftrefs is at hand; 

[Exit Stephano. 
And 
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And bring your muGc forth into the air. 
How fweet the moon-light fleeps upon this bank ! 
Here will we fit, and let the founds of mufic 
Creep in our ears ; foft ftillnefs, and the night x 
Become the touches of fweet harmony. 
Sit, Jeflica : look, how the floor of hcav'n 
Is thick inlay'd * with patens of bright gold; 
There's not the fmalleft orb, which thou behold'ft, 
But in his motion like an angel fings, 
Still quiring to the young-ey'd cherubims; 
+ Such harmony is in immortal founds ! 
But whilft this muddy vefture of decay 
Doth grofly ciofe us in, we cannot hear it. 
Come, ho, and wake Diana with a hymn; 
With fweeteft touches pierce your miftrefs , ear, 
And draw her home with mufic. 

Jef. Fm never merry, when I hear fweet mufic. 

[Mufic. 

Lor. The reafon is, your fpirits are attentive; 
For do but note a wild and wanton herd, 
Or race of youthful and unhandled colts, 
Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud, 
(Which is the hot condition of their blood) 
If they perchance but hear a trumpet found, 
Or any air of mufic touch their ears, 

* with patterns of bright gold] We fhould read Patens : a round 
"broad Plate of Gold born in Heraldry : The cover of the Sacramen- 
tal-Cup. 

i Such harmony is in immortal fouls;] But the Harmony here de- 
feribed is that of the Spheres, fo much celebrated by the Ancients. 
He fays, the fmalleft Orbjings like an Angel ; and then fubjoins, fuch 
Harmony is in immortal Souls : But the Harmony of Angels is not here 
meant, but of the Orbs. Nor are we to think, that here the Poet 
alludes to the Notion, that each Orb has its Intelligence or Angel to 
dire& it ; for then with no Propriety could he Tay, the 0rl fung Hie 
an Angel: He fhould rather have faid, the Ingd in He Mfong* We 
muft therefore corre& the Line thus ; 

Such harmony is in immortal founds : 

i. 1 . in the Muiic of the Spheres. 

You 
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You fliall perceive them make a mutual ftand ; 

Their favage eyes turn'd to a modeft gaze, 

By the fweet power of mufic. Therefore, the Poet 

Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, ftones, and floods ; 

Since nought fo ftockilh, hard and full of rage, 

But mufic for the time doth change his nature. 

The man that hath no mufic in himfelf, 

Nor is not mov'd with concord of fweet founds* 

Is fit for treafons, ftratagems, and fpoils; 

The motions of hie fpirit are dull as night, 

And his affe&ions dark as Erebus : 

Let no fuch man be traded — Mark the mufic. 

Enter Portia and Neriffa. 

Tor. That light we fee, is burning in my hall: 
How far that little candle throws his beams ! 
So mines a good deed in a naughty world. 

Ner. When the moon Ihone, we did not fee the 
candle. 

Tor. So doth the greater glory dim the lefs ; K 
A fubftitute Ihines brightly as a King, 
Until a King be by; and then his ftate 
Empties itfelf, as doth an inland brook 
Into the main of waters. Mulic, hark ! [Mufic. 

Ner. It is the mufic, Madam, of your houfe. 

Tor. Nothing is good, I fee, without refpeft : 
Methinks, it founds much fweeter than by day. 

Ner. Silence beftows the virtue on it, Madam. 

Tor. The crow doth fing as fweetly as the lark, 
When neither is attended; and, I think, 
The nightingale, if (he mould fing by day, 
When every goofe is cackling, would be thought 
No better a mufician than the wren. 
How many things by feafon feafon'd are 
To their right praife, and true perfection? *• 
Peace ! how the moon fleeps with Endrmion^ 
And would not be awaked ! [Mufic ceafes. 

Lor. 
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£or. That is the voice, 
Or I am much deceiv'd, of Portia. 

Por. He knows me, as the blind man knows the 
cuckow, 
By the bad voice. 

Lor, Dear lady, welcome home. 

Por. We have been praying for our hufband's 
healths, 
Which fpeed, we hope, the better for our words. 
Are they return'd ? 

Lor. Madam, they are not yet ; 
But there is come a meflenger before, 
To fignify their coming. 

Por. Go, Ncrifla^ 
Give order to my fervants, that they take 
No note at all of our being abfent hence; 
Nor you, Lorenzo; Jejjica r nor you. [A Tucket founds. 

Lor. Your hufband is at hand, I hear his trumpet : 
We are no tell-tales, Madam, fear you not. 

Por. This night, methinks, is but the day-light lick ; 
It looks a little paler; 'tis a day, 
Such as the day is when the fun is hid. 

Enter Baflanio, Anthonio, Gratiano r and their fol- 
lowers. 

'Raff. We fliould hold day with the Antipodes, 
If you would walk in abfence of the fun. 

Por. Let me give light, but let me not be light ; 
For a light wife doth make a heavy hufband ; 
And never be BaJJanio fo from me ; 
But God fort all ! you're welcome home, my lord. 
Baff. I thank you, Madam : give welcome to my 
friend ; 
This is the man, this is Anthonio y . 
To whom I am fo infinitely bound. 

Por. You fliould in all fenfe be much bound to 
him; 
For, as I hear, he was much bound for you. 

Anth. 
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Anth. No more than I am well acquitted of. 

Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our houfe ; 
It muft appear in other ways than words ; 
Therefore 1 fcant this breathing courtefy. 

Gra. By yonder moon, I fwear, you do me wrong; 
In faith, I gave it to the judge's clerk. [To Neriffa* 
Would he were gelt that had it, for my part, 
Since you do take it, love, fo much at heart. 

Por. A quarrel, ho, already ! what's the matter? 

Gra. About a hoop of gold, a paltry ring, 
That fhe did give me, whofe poefy was 
For all the world like cutler's poetry 
Upon a knife ; Love me, and leave me not. 

Ner. What talk you of the poefy, or the value? 
You fwore to me, when I did give it you, 
Thar you would wear it 'till your hour of death, 
And. that it fliould lie with you in your grave : 
Tho 1 not for me, yet for your vehement oaths, 
You fhould have been refpeftivft, and have kept it. 
Gave it a Judge's clerk! but well I know, 
The clerk will ne'er wear hair on's face, that had it. 

Gra. He will, an' if he live to be a man. 

Ner. Ay, if a woman live to be a man. 

Gra. Now, by this hand, I gave it to a youth, 
A kind of boy, a little fcrubbed boy, 
No higher than thyfelf, the Judge's clerk; 
A prating boy, that begg'd it as a fee; 
I could not for my heart deny it him. 

Por. You were to blame, I muft be plain with you, 
To part fo (lightly with your wife's firft gift ; 
A thing ftuck on with oaths upon your finger, 
And riveted with faith unto your fleQi. 
I gave my love a ring, and made him fwear 
Never to part with it ; and here he Hands, 
I dare be fworn for him, he would not leave it, 
Nor pluck it from his finger, for the wealth 
That the world matters. Now, in faith, Gratiano, 

You 
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You give your wife too unkind a caufe of grief % 
An 'twere to me, I (hould be mad at it. 

Baff. Why, I were beft to cut my left hand off, 
And fwear, I loft the ring defending it. [Afide. 

Gra. My lord Baffanio gave his ring away 
Unto- the Judge that begg'd it, and, indeed, 
Deferv'd it too ; and then the boy, his clerk, 
That took fome pains in writing, He begg'd mine ; 
And neither man, nor mafter, would take aught 
But the two rings. 

Por. What ring gave you, my lord ? 
Not that, I hope, which you receiv'd of me. 

Bq/f. If I could add a lie unto a fault, 
I would deny it; but you fee my finger 
Hath not the ring upon it, it is gone. 

Pot. Even fo void is your falfe heart of truth. 
By heaven, I will ne'er come in your bed 
Untii I fee the ring. 

Ner. Nor I in yours, 
'Till I again fee mine, 

Baffl Sweet Portia, 
If you did know to whom I gave the ting, 
If you did know for whom I gave the ring, 
And would conceive for what I gave the ring; 
And how unwillingly I left the ring, 
When nought woula be accepted but the ring, 
You would abate the ftrength of your difpleafure* 

Por. If you had kn6wn the virtue of the ring* 
Or half her worthinefs that gave the ring, 
Or your own honour to retain the ring, 
You would not then have parted with the ring. 
What man is there fo much unreafonable, 
If you had pleas'd to have defended it 
With any terms of zeal, [wanted the modefty 
To urge the thing held as a ceremony ? 
Nerijfa teaches me what to believe ; 
I'll die for't, but fome woman, had the ring. 

Bajf. No, by mine honour, Madam, by my foul, 

No 
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No woman had it, but a Civil Doctor, 

Who did refufe three thoufand ducats of me, 

And begg'd the ring ; the which I did deny him, 

And fuffer'd him to go difpleas'd away ; 

Ev'n he, that did uphold the very life 

Of my dear friend. What mould I fay, fweet lady ? 

I was enforc'd to fend it after him ; 

I was befet with ftiame and courtefy ; 

My honour would not let ingratitude 

So much befmear it. Pardon me, good lack'* 

And by thefe bleffed candles of the night* 

Had you been there, I think, you would have begg'd 

The ring of me to give the worthy Do&or. 

For. Let not that Do&of e'er come near my houfe, 
Since he hath got the jewel that I lov'd, 
And that which you did fweat to keep for me : 
I will become as liberal as you ; 
I'll not deny him any thing I have> 
No* not my body, not my hufband's bed; 
Know him I mail, I am well lure of it. 
Lie not a night from home ; watch* me, like Argus i 
If you do not, if Lbe left alone, 
Now, by mine honour, which is yet my owri, 
Til have that Doflor for my bedfellow. 

Ner. And I his clerk ; therefore be well advis'd, 
How you do leave me to mine own protection* 

Gra. Well, do yott fo ; let me not take him then ; 
For if I do, I'll mar the young clerk's pen. 

Anth. I am th' unhappy fubjeft of thefe quarrels. 

For. Sir, grieve not you; yon are welcome, not- 
withftanding. 

Bajf. Portia, .forgive me this enforced wrong. 
And in the hearing of thefe many friends, 
I fwear to thee, ev'n by thine own fair eyes, 
Wherein I fee myfelf 

For. Mark you but that ! 
In both mine eyes he doubly fees himfelf ; 
In each eye, one ; fwear by your double felf, 
And there's an oath of credit ! Bajf. 
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Baffl Nay, but here me : 
. Pardon this fault, and by my foul I fwear, 
I never more will break an Qath with thee. 

Anth. I once did lend my body for his weal ; 
Which but for him, that had your hufband's ring, 

• [To Portia. 
Had quite mifcarry'd. I dare be bound again? 
My foul upon the forfeit, that your lord 
Will never more break faith advifediy. 

Por: Then you malice his furety ; give him this, 
And bid him keep it better than the other. 

Anth. Here, lord Bajfanio, fwear to keep this ring. 

Baffl By heav'n, it is the fame I gave the Doctor. 

Por. I had it of him r pardon me, Bqffanio; 
For by this ring the Doctor lay with me. 

Ner* And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano, 
For that fame fcrubbed boy, the Doctors clerk, 
In lieu of this, laft night did lie with me, 

Gra. Why, this is like the mending of high-ways 
In fummer, where the ways are fair enough : 
What ! are we cuckolds, ere we have deferv % d it? 

Por. Speak not fo grofly ; you are all aroazM; 
Here is a letter, read it at your leifure ; 
It comes from Padua, from Bellario : 
There you fhall find, that Portia was the Doctor ; 
Nerijfa there, her clerk. Lonnxo^ here, 
Shall witnefs I fet forth as foon as you, 
And even but now return'd : I have not yet 
Enter'd my houfe. Anthonio, you are welcome ; 
And I have better news in ftore for you, 
Than you expect ; unfeal this letter foon, 
There you lhall find, three of your Argolies 
Are richly come to Harbour fuddenly. 
You fhall not know by what ftrange accident 
I chanced on this letter. 

Anth. I am dumb. 

Bqffl Were you the Doctor, and I knew you not? 

Gra. 
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Gra. Were you the clerk, that is to make me 
cuckold ? 

Ner. Ay, but the clerk, that never means to doit, 
Unlefs he live until he be a man, 

Bajf. Sweet Do&or, you mail be my bedfellow ; 
When I am abfent, then lie with my wife. 

Anth. Sweet lady, you have giv'n me life and living; 
For here I refed for certain, that my (hips ' 

Are fafely come to road. 

For. How now, Lorenzo f 
My clerk hath fome good comforts too for you. . 

Ner. Ay, and Fll give them him without a fee. 
There do I give to you and Jejfica, 
From the rich Jew, a fpecial Deed of Gift, 
After his death, of all he dies poffefs'd of. 

Lor. Fair ladies, * you drop Manna in the way 
Of ftarved people. 

For. It is almoft morning, 
And yet, I'm fure, you are not fatisfyM 
Of thefe events at full. Let us go in, 
And charge us there upon interr'gatories-, 
And we will anfwer all things faithfully. 

Gra. Let it be fo: the firft interr'gatory, 
That my Neriffa mall be fworn on, is, 
Whether'till the next night fbe had rather flay, 
Or go to bed now, being two hours to day. 
But were the day come, I flaould wifli it dark, 
'Till I were couching with theDo&or's clerk. 
Well, while I live, I'll fear no other thing 
So fore, as keeping fafe Neriffas ring. 

[Exeunt omnes. 

you drop Manna in the way 



Of Jarved people.] Shake/pear is not more cxaft in any Thing, than 
in adapting his Images with Propriety to his Speakers ; of which 
he has here given an Inltancc in making the yovyx^Jtwefs call gooi 
fortune, Manna* 
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COMEDY. 
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Dramatis Pcrfonae. 

FERDINAND, King of Navarre. 

t ' '11 ( ^ru Lords , attending upon the King in 

l,ongayuie, > /& retirement. 

Duma in, ) 

Boyet, ) Lords, attending upon the Princefs of 

Macard, \ Frances 

Don Adriano de Armado, afantaJHcal Spaniard. 

Nathaniel, a Curate. 

Dull, a Conftable. 

Holofernes, a Schoolmajler. 

Coftard, a Clown. 

Moth, Page to Don Adriano de Armado. 

A Forejler* 

Princefs of France. 

Rofaline, ) 

Maria, > Ladies, attending on the Princefs* 

Catharine, ) 

Jaquenetta, a Country Wench. 



Officers, and others, Attendants upon the King and 

Princefs. 

SCENE, the King of Navarre's Palace, and the Country 

near it. 
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LET Fame* that all hunt after in their lives, 
Live regLftred upon our brazen tombs ; 
And then grace us: in the difgrace of death : 
When, fpighfe of cormorant devouring time, 
Th' endeavour of this prefent breath may buy 
That honour which (hair bate his fcythe's keen edges 
And make us heirs of all eternity. % 

Therefore, brave Conquerors ! for fo you are, 
That war againft.your own Affe&ions, 
And the huge army of die world's defires ; 
Our late edift fliali ftrongly ftand in force. 
Npvarre ftiall be the wonder of the world ; 
Our Court ftiaji be a little academy, 
Still and contemplative in living arts. * 
You three, Biron^ Dumain^ and Longaville % 
Have fworn for three years' term to live with me, 
My fellow Scholars ; and to keep thofe Statutes, 
That ate recorded in this fchedule here. 
Your oaths are paft, and now fubfcribe your names; 
That his own hand may ftrike his honour down, 
That violates the fmalleft branch herein: 

Vot. II N If 
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If you are arm'd to do, as fworn to do, 
Subscribe to your deep- oaths, and keep thejaa too. 

Long. I am refolv'd; 'tis but a three years faft: 
The mind (hall banquet tho' the body pine ; 
Fat paunches have tea* p*tcs \ and dainty bpt{ 
Make rich the ribs, bui banfcerout the wits'. 

Hum. My loving lord, Dumain is mortify'd : 
The groffer manner of there world's delights 
Me throws upon the grofs world's bafer flaves : 
To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die; - - 
With all thefe living in philosophy. 

Biron. I can bujt fay the^r proteftation oyer, 
So much (dear liege) * I have aTready fworn, 
That is, to live and ftudy here three years : 
But there are other ftrict observances; 
As, not to fee a woman in that term, 
Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there. j 

And one day in a week to touch, no food, - . 

And but one. meal oa every- day befidje'4 / 
The which; I hope, ktpt. enrolled there. 
And then to fleep but three hours in the night, 
And not to be ieen to< wink of alt the day ; 
(Whe.n I was wont to think no harm all night, 
And make a dark night too of half- the day ;) 
Which, I. hope well, is not enrolled' there. 
O, thefe are barren, talks, too hard to keep; 
Not to fee ladies, ftudy, faft, not deep. 

King. Your O&th bpafsd topafs away from thefe. 

Biron. Let ttte.fay, no v my liege, an' if youpteafe; 
I only fwore to fludy with your Grace, 
And ftay here in. your Court for three years' fpace. 

Long. You fwore to that, Biron, and to the reft. 

Biron. By yea and nay, Sir, then I fwore in jen\ 
What is the. en^L of ftudy? lefc me know t> 

King. Why, that to, know, which elfe we ihould 
: not know, 

Biron. Things, hid and barr'd (you- mean) from 
common fenfe. 

King. 
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King. Ay, that is ftudy's god-like cecompcncd. 
Biron. Come on then, I will fwear to ftudy fo f 
To know the thing I am forbid to know; 
As thus ; to ftudy where I well may dine. 

When I to feaft exprefly am forbid ; 
Or ftudy where to meet fome miftrefs fine, 

When miftreffes from common fenfe arc hid: 
Or, having fworn too hard-a-keeping oath, 
Study to break it, and not break my troth. 
If ftudy's gain be this, and this be fo, 
Study knows that, which yet it doth- not know 
Swear me to this, and T will ne'er lay, no. 

King. Thefe be the flops, that hinder ftudy quite-; 
And train our Intellects to vain delight. 

Biron. Why, all delights are vain; but that mod vain, 
Which, with pain purchased, doth inherit pain ; 
As, painfully to pore upon a book, 

To feek the light of truth; while truth the while 
Doth falfely blind the eye-figbt of his loot: 

Light, feeking light, doth light of light beguile; 
So, ere you find where light in darkhefs lies^ 
Your light grows dark by lofing of your eyes. 
Study me how to pleafe the eye indeed, 

By fixing it upon a fairer eye ; . 
Who dazzling fo, that eye mall be his heed, 

And give him light, that it was blinded by. 
Study is like the HeaVns glorious Sim,. 

That will not be deep fearchM with faucy looks ; 
Small have continual plodders ever won, 

Save bafe authority from others 1 books. 
Thefe earthly godfathers heaven's lights, 

That give a name to every fixed ftar, 
Have no more profit of their mining, nights, 

Than thofe that walk and wot not what they aim 
* Too much to know, is to know nought: but feigns 
And every godfather can give a name. 

# too much to know, is to know nought but fame ; 

And every Godfather can give a imam.] The firft Line in thii Read* 

N2 inf 
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King. How well he's read, to reafon againft reading! 
Ditto. 'Proceeding well, to flop all good proceeding* 
Long. He weeds "the, corn,* and ftill let's grow the 

weeding. . • 
Biron. The fpring is near, when green geefe are a 

breeding, 
Dum. How follows that ? 
Biron. Fit in his place and time. 
- Dum. In reafon nothing. 
Biron. Something then in rhime. 
Long. Biron is like an envious fneaping froft. 

That bites the' flrft-born infants of the fpring. 
Biron. Well ; fay, I am ; why mould proud fum- 

mer boafl, 
Before the birds have any caufc to fing? 
Why mould I joy in an abortive birth ? 
At Chrijlmas I no more defire a rofe, 
Than wifli a fnow in May^s new-fangled fhows : 
But like of each thing, that in feafon grows. 
So you, to ftudy now it is too late, 
Climb o'er the houfe t'unlock the little gate. 

King. Well, fit you out — Go home, Biron: Adieu !, 
Biron. No, my gc*od lord, I've fworn to flay with 
you. 
And though I have for barbarifm fpoke more, 
Than for that angel knowledge you can fay ; 

ing is abfurd and impertinent. There are two Waysoffetting it right. 
The firft is to read it thus, 

Too muck to knoxv, is to know nought tut fbame; 
This makes a fine Senfe, and alludes to Adarns Fall, -which came from 
the inordinate ?affion of knowing too much. The other Way is 
to read, and Point it thus, . 

Too mveh to know, is to know nought: but feign, i. e, tojeign. As 
much as to fay, the Affcding to know too much is the Way to know 
nothing. The Senfe, in both thefe Readings, is equally good : But 
with this Difference ; if We read the firft Way; the following Line is 
impertinent j and to fave tjie Corre&ion we muftjudgc.it ipurious. 
If we read it the fecorid Way, then the following Line completes the 
Senfe. Confcquently the Correction of feign is to be preferred. 

Yet 



Loves Labour s Loft. $69 

Yet confident I'll keep what I have fwore, ^ 

And 'bide the penance of each three years' day/ 
Give me the paper, let me read the fame ; 
And to the ftria ft decrees' Til write my name. 

King. How well this yielding refcues thee frorn^ 
fhame! 

Biron. Item, That no woman mail come within, a 
mile of my Court, ^ " '\ "^', \^^adjf^ 

Hath this been proclaimed? *"' * . i 

Long. Four days ago, - * » 

Biron. Let's fee the penalty. " " 
On pain of lofing her tongue ; [reading. 

Who defvisM this penalty? : f ■ 

Long. Marry, that did I. ' '*, / ' 

Biron. Sw£et lord, and why ? 

Long. To fright them hence with that dread pe- 
* nalty. 

Biron A dangerous law againft gentility ! 

Item, [reading.] If any man be feeri to talk with a 
woman within the term of three' Years, he mall en- 
dure fuch public ftiame asr the reft of the "Court can 
poflibly devife. ■ \ ' ' 

This article, my liege, yourfelf rnuft break; . ' , 

For, well you know, here comes in embaffy ' 
The French King's daughter with yourfelf to fpeak, : 

A maid of grace and complete' majefty, 
About Surrender up of Aquitain , ■ t ,, 

To her decripit, Eck, and bed-rid father : "| 
Therefore, ftiis article is made in vain, ' ' > 

1 Or vainly comes th' admired Priniefs hither, . \*, 
\ King. What fay you, lords? why,, 4 , thisiyya^i raliitc 
forgoL 

Biron. So ftudy evermore is overmot; . 
While it doth ftudy to have what it would, 
It doth forget to do the thing it Ihoula : 4 \ ' » 
And when it hath trie thing it hunteth molt, tr ' • 
'Tis won, as towns with Fire ; fo won, fo loft, 

N 3 Sing. 
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King. We rauft, of force, difpenfe with tjhis decree* 
She.muftlic here on mere neceflity. 
' Biron. Neceflity will make us all forfworn 

Three thoufand times wiihin this three years* 
(pace: 
for every man with his affects is born: 

Not by might matter d, but by fpecial grace. 
If'I break faith, this word (hall fpeak for me: 

I am forfworn on mere jieceflity. 

So to the laws at large I write my name, 

And he, that breaks them in the lead degree* 
Stands in Attainder of eternal frame. 

Suggeilions are- to others, as to me; 
But, I believe, although I feem fo loth, 
I am the. laft that will laft [keep hjs oath. 
But, is there no quick recreation granted? 

King. Ay, that there is; our Court, yon* know, i» 
haunted •. . 

, With a refined traveller of Sham, , 
A man in a}l the .worlds new faihjon planted,. 

' That hath a mint of ' phrafes in his brain i , 
One, whom the mufic of his own vain tongue 

Doth /avi(hj like, inchanting harm pny: . 
A man of compliments^ whom right and wrong 

Have'chpfe as umpire of their mutiny. 
This child of.fancy, that Armado hight, 

For interim to our Studies, (hall relate 
In high-born words the worth of many a Knight 

From tawny Spain, loft in the wprld's debate. 
How you delight, my lords, I know not, Ij 
But, I proteft, I love tp hear him lie; 
And I wifl ufe Mm for my minftrelfy. 

Biron. Armado is a mod illuftrious wight, 
A man of £re-new words, fafhion'p own Knigh^ 

Long. Coftar4 the fwajn, ancl he, fhajl be our fport; 
And, fo tp ftudy, J three, vears are but fbort, 

t 

SCENE 
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S C E N E II. 

Enter Dull and Coftard with a letter. 

Bull. \ X 7HICH is the King's own perfon? 

W Firm. This, fellow; what would'ft? 

Dull. I my felf reprehend his own perfon, for I am 
his Grace's Tharborough : but I would fee his own 
perfon in flefh and blood. 

Biron. This is he. 

Dull. Signior Arme, Artie commends you. 

There's villany abroad ; this letteT^will tell you more. 
. Cq/t. Sir v the Contempts thereof are as touching 
me. - — < 

King, A kttfer fifom the magnificent Armado. 

Biron. How low Jbever the matter, I hope in God 

* for high words. 

£*ng; A high hope for a low having; God grant 
us patieftcci ? 

, ifcnw. To bea*\ or forbear hearing ? 

Long ♦ Tt* hear meekly, Sir, to laugh moderately* 
or to forbear botli. 

* Jfcrari. Well, Sir, be it a* the Stile (hall give w 
caufe to clhhb in the memnefs. 

Cqfi. The matter is to me, Sir, as concerning Jo- 
quentita. 
The manner of it is, I was taken in the manner. 

Biron. In What manner ? 

Cdfti In manner and form, following, Sir; all thpfe 
three. 1 was feen with her in the Manor-houfe, fit- 
ting with her Upon the Form, and ta,ken following 
hit into the park ; which, put together,' is, in manrier 
and form following. Now, Sir, for the maimer : it 
is the manner of a maa to fpeak to a woman; for tfce 
form, in feme form. 

Biron. For the following, Sir? ' 

Cqfi. As it (hall follow in my correction ; and God 
defend the right ! 

N 4 King. 
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King. Will you hear the letter with attention? 

Biron. As wc would hear an oracle. 

Coft. Such is the fimplkity of man to hearken after 
theflefh. 

King reads. S^i RJE.AT deputy, the welkins vice-gerent, 
*-* and fole dominatOr. of Navarre, my Jours 
earth's God, and body* foftring patron 

Coft. Not a word of Goftard yet. 

King. So it is 

Coft. It mav be fo ; but if he fay it is fo, he is* in 
telling true, out fo, fo. 

King. Peace*— 
, Coft. Be to mc. and every man that dares not figh t ! 

King. No words 

Coft. Of other wen's fecrets, I befecch you. 

King. So it is % Refuged with fable -coloured melancholy, 

J did commend the Hack opprefjing humour to the moft whole- 

fome phyfc of thy health-giving air; and as 1 am a gen* 

tleman, betook myfelf to walk : The time, when? about the 

fixth hour, whin btajls moft graze, birds "beft peck^andmen 

fit down to tfiat nourifhmtnt which is calCd fupper't fo 

much for the time, when. Sow for the ground, which : 

which, I mean, Iwalktupon ; it isycleped. thy park. Then 

for the place, where ; where, I mean^ I did encounter 

that obfeene and moft • prepojlerous event, that draweth 

from my f now-white pen the ebon-colour d ink, which here 

thou, yiewefl, beholdeft,fwveyeft y orfeeft. But to the place, 

where ; It ftandeth north~north~taft and by taft from the 

weft corner- of thy curious^knottcd garden. There dia[ I fee 

that lowfpirited fivain, that bafe minora of thy mirth, 

{Coft. Me ?) that unletter'dfmalLbiowingfoul, (Coft. Me?) 

(hatfhallaw vafjal; (Coft. Still nae?)- which, as I ternml 

ber, AigAttCottard:; (Coft. O me i) forted and confirmed, 

contrary to. thy ejinbi'rjhed proslajmed edtd and continent 

canon, with, with, with, but with tMs J pajfion 

to fay wherewith: '--? ■; ■ ! 

Coft. With a wench. .,. » 

King. With a child of our grandmother Eve, a female } 

: or 
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or for thy more under/landing, a woman j him, I [as my 
ever-efteenCd duty pricks me on) havefent to thee, to receive 
the meed of punifhment, by thy fweet Grace's officer, An- 
thony Dull, a man of good repute, carriage, beating and 
eftimation. 

Dull. Me, an't fhall pleafc you : I am Anthony 
Dull. 

King. For Jaquenetta, (fo is the weaker veffel caWd) 
which I apprehended with the aforefaid fwain, 1 keep her as 
a vaffal of thy law's fury, and fhall at the leajl of thy fweet 
notice bring her to trial. Thine in all compliments of devo : 
ted and heart-burning heat of duty, 

Don Adriano de Armado. 

Biron. This is not fo well as I looked for, but the 
beft that ever I heard. 

King. Ay ; the beft for the worft. But, firrah, 
what fay you to this ? 

Coft. Sir, I confefs the wench* 

King. Did you hear the proclamation ?. 

Cqft. I do confefs much of the hearing it, but lit- 
tle of the marking of it. 

King. It was* proclaim'd a year's imprifonment to 
be taken with a wench. 

Cqft. I was taken with none, Sir, I was taken with 
a damofel. 

King. Well, it was proclaimed damofel. 

Cqft. This was no damofel neither, Sir, fhe was a 
virgin. 

King.Itis fo varied too, foritwas proclaim'd virgin. 

Cqft. If it were, I deny her virginity: I was taken 
with a maid. 

King. This maid will not ferve your turn, Sir. 

Cqft. This maid will ferve my turn, Sir. 

King. Sir, I will pronounce fentence; you {hall 
faft a week with bran and water. 

Cqft. I had rather pray a.month with mutton and 
porridge. 

N 5 King . 
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King. And Don Armado fhall be your peeper. My 
lord JB/r<m, fee him deliver d o'er. . 
And go we, lords, to put in pra&ice that, 

Which each to other hath fp ftrongly fworn. 

[Exeunt. 
Biron. I'll lay my head to any good mans hat, 
Thefe oaths and laws will prove an idle fcorn. 
S jrrah, . come on. 

Cqft. I fuffer for ,the truth, Sir: for true it is, I was 
taken with Jaquenetta, and Jaquenetta is a true girl ; 
and therefore welcome the four cup of profperity : 
affiiftion may one day fmiie again, and until then, 
fit thee down, forrow. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III, 

Changes to ArmadoV Houfe. 

Enter Armado, and Moth. 

Attn. TJOY, what fign is it, wheri.a man pf great 
XJ fpirit grows melancholy ? 

fiofk. A great fign, Sir, that he will look fad. 

Arfn. Why, fadnefs is one and the felf-fame thing, 
dear imp. 

Moth. No, no ; O lord, Sir, no. 

Arm. How can'ft thou part fadnefs and melan- 
choly, my tender Juvenile? 

^Moth. By a familiar^smonftrationof the working, 
my tough Sigpiior. 

Arm. Why, tough Signior? why, tough Sdgnior? 

Moth. Why, tender Juvenile ? why, tender Juvenile ? 

Arm. I fpoke it,, tender Juven,ilt, as a congruent 
epitheton, appertaining to thy young days, which 
we niay nominate tender. 

Moth. And I tough Signior, as an appertmen,t title 
to your old time, which w,e may name tough.. 

Arm. Pretty and apt. 

7 Moth. 
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• Moth. How mean you, Sir< I ptetity, and my fay- 
ing apt ? or I apt, and my faying pretty? 

Arm. Thou pretty, becaufe little. 

Math. Little ! pretty, becaufe little ; wherefore apt ? 

Arm. And therefore apt, becaufe quick. 

Moth. Speak you this in my praife, m after ? 

Arm. In thy condign praife* 

Moth. I will praife an eel with the fame praife. 

Arm. What ? that an eel is ingenious. 

Moth. That an eel is quick. 

Arm. I do fay; thou are quick in anfwers. Thou 
beat 1 ft my bloods— 

Moth. I am anfwer'd^ Sir. 

Arm. I love not to be croft. 
- Moth. He fpeaks the clean contrary, crofTes lov6 
not him, 

. Arm. I time promised to ftttdy three years with the 
King. 

Moth. You may do it in an hour, Sir. 

Arm. Impoflible. 
* Moth. How manv is one thrice- told? 

Arm. I am ill at reckoning, it fits* the fpirit of a 
tapfter.. 

Moth. You are a gentleman, and a gameften 

Arm. I confefs both; they aie both thevarnifhof 
a complete man. 

Moth. Then, I am fure, you know how much the 
grofs furti of deuce-ace amounts to. 
. Arm. It doth amount to one more than two. 
..Moth. Which the bafe vulgar call, three. 
. Arm. True. 

Moth. Why, Sir, is this fuch a piece of ftudy? 
now here's three ftudied ere you'll thrice wink ; and 
how eafy is it to put years to the word three, and 
ftudy three years in two words, the dahcing-horfe' 
will tellyouf. ';,..••. 

jirniK .Aioofi fine figure. ' 

Moth. To prove you a cypher. 

N 6 Arm. 
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Arm. I will hereupon <onfefs, I am in love; and 
as it is bafe for a foldier to love, fo I am in love with 
a bafe wench. If drawing my fword againft the hu- 
mour of affeftion would deliver me from the repro- 
bate thought of it, I would take Defire prifoner^ and 
ranfom him to any French courtier fo* a new devis'd 
court' fy.. I think it fcorn.to figh ; methinks, I mould 
out-fwearCv/w/, Comfort mc, boy; what great men 
have been in love? 

Moth. Hercules, mailer. 

Arm. Moft fweet Hercules! More authority, dear 
boy, name more; and, fweet my child, let them be 
men of good repute and carriage. 

Moth. Sampfon^ mailer; he was a man* of good car- 
riage ; gTeat carriage.; for he carried the town- gates 
on his back like a porter, and he was in love. 

Arm. O well-knit Sampfon, firong-jointed Samp/on ! 
I do excel thee in my rapier, as much as thou didft 
me in carrying gates. I am in love too. Who was 
Sampfons love, my dear Moth? 

Moth. A woman, m after. , - \ \ 

Arm. Of what complexion ? 

Moth. Of all the four, or the three, or the two, or 
one of the four. 

Arm. Tell me precifely of what complexion? 

Moth. Of the fea- water green, Sir. 

Arm. Is that pne of the four complexions ? 

Moth. As I have read, Sir, and the beft of them too. 

Arm. Green, indeed, is the colour of lovers; but 
to have a love of that colour, methinks, Sampjon had 
imall reafon for it. He,furely, affefted her for her wit. 

Moth. It was fo, Sir/ for fhe had a green wit. 

Arm. My love is moft immaculate, white and red. 

Moth. Moft maculate thoughts, Mailer, are mafk'd 
under, fuch colours. 

Arm. Define, define, well-educated infant. 

Moth. My father's wit, and my mother s tongue, 
afiift me I 

Arm 



\ 
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- Arm. Sweet invocation of a child, moft pretty and 
pathetical ! 

Moth. If flie be made of white and red, 
Her faults will ne'er be known ; 
For blufliing cheeks by faults are bred, 

And fears by pale-white fhown; 
Then if Ihe fear, or be to blame, 
By this you mail not know; 
For ftill her cheeks poffefs the fame, 

Which native flie doth owe. 
A dangerous rhime, mailer, againft the reafon of 
white and red. 

Arm. Is there not a ballad, boy, of the King and 
the Beggar ? 

• Moth. The world was. guilty of fuch a ballad fome 
three ages fince, but, I think, now 'tis not to be 
found; or if it were, it would neither ferve for the 
writing, nor the tune. 

Arm. I will have that fubjecT newly writ o'er, that 
I may example my digreffion by fome mighty prefi- 
dent. Boy, I do love that country girl, that I took 
in the park with the rational hind Coftard; fhe de- 
fences well 

- Mofii. To be whipp'd; and yet a better love than 
my mafter deferves. 

Arms Sing, boy ; my fpirit grows heavy in love. 
Moth. And that's great marvel loving a light wench. 
Atm. I fay, fing. 
Moth. -Forbear, 'till this company is paft. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Coftard, Dull, Jaquenetta a Maid. 

. Q I R, the King's pleafure is, that you keep 
O Cojtard fafe, and you muft let him take no 
delight, nor no penance ; but he muft faft three day$ 
a^week. For this damfel, I muft keep her at the 
park,' 'fhe is aiWwd for the day-woman Fare yoti 
well." Arm. 



Vuil 
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Arm. I do betray myfelf with bluihing : maid, — 

Jaq. Man, 

Arm. I will vifit thee at the lodge. 

Jaq. That's here by. 

Arm. I know, where it is fituate. 

Jaq. Lord, how wife you are ' 

Arm. I will tell thee wonders. 

Jaq. With that face ? 

Arm. I love thee. 

Jaq. So I heard you fay. 

Arm. And fo farewel. 

Jaq. Fair weather after you ! 

l)uU. Come) Jaqucnctta, away. 

[Exeunt Dull and Jaquenetta. 

Arm. Villain, thou &alt faft for thy offence, ere 
thou be pardoned. 

Coft,. Well, Sir, I hope, when I do it, I {hall do 
it on a full ftomach. 

Arm. Thou {bait be heavily punifli'd. 

Coft. I am more bound to you, than your foikwers-, 
for they are biut lightly rewarded. 
. Arm* Take away this villain, Quit him up. 

Moth. Come, you tranfgreffing (lave, away. 

Cojt. Let me not be pent up, Sir ; I will faft, be- 
ing loofe. 

Moth. No, Sir, that were faft and loofe; thou ffialt 
to prifon. 

Coft. Well, if ever I do fee the merry days of 'de- 
flation that I have feen, fome fhali iee- 

Moth. What fhali fome fee ? 

Cojl. Nay, potting, mailer, Math, but what they 
look upon. It is not for prifoners to be filent in their 
words, and therefore I will fay nothing; I thank 
God, I have as little patience as: another wan f and* 
therefore I can be quiet. [Exmnt Moth and> Qpftard. 

Ami. I do affecl the very ground (which is bajfe) 
where her ftioe (which is bafer) guided by hei{ /opt 
(which is bafeft) doth tread. I fhali b$ lorfworn, 

which 
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which is g, great argument of falfhood, if I love. 
And how can that be true love; which is falfely at- 
tempted? love is a familiar, love is a devil; there is 
no evil angel but love, yet Samp/on was fo tempted, 
and he had an excellent ftrcngth; yet was Solomon 
fo feduced, and he had a very good wit. Cupid's 
but-fhaft is too hard for Hercules* s club, and there- 
fore too much odds for a Spaniard's rapier ; the firft 
and fecond caufe will not ferve my turn ; the Paffado 
he refpe&s not, the Duello he regards not ; his dis- 
grace is to be call'd boy; but his glory is to fubdue 
men.. Adi^u, valour! ruft, rapier! be ftill, drum ! 
for your manager is in love; yea, he loveth. Aflift 
me, fome extemporal God of rhime, for, I am fure, 
I Qiall turn fonnetteer. Devife wit, write pen, for 
I am for wfyole volumes in folio. [Exit. 



act 11. scene 1. . 

. Before the King of Naverre's Palace. 

Enter the Princefs of France, Rofaline, Maria, Catha- 
rine, Boyet, Lords and other Attendants. 

BOYET. 

NO W, Madam, fummon up your deareft fpirits ; 
Confider, whom the King your 'father fends ; 
To whom he fends, and what's his embafly. 
Yourfelf, held precious in the world's efteem,. 
To parley with the fole inheritor 
Of all perfections that a man may owe, 
Matchlefs Navarre; the plea, of no lefs weight 
Than Aquitain* a dowry for a Queeiu 
Be now as prodigal of all dear grace, - 
As nature was in making graces dear, 
When (he did ftarve the general world befide, 
And prodigally gave them all to you. 

Prin* 
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Frin. Good lord Boyet, my beauty, though but 
mean, 
Needs not the painted flourifli of your praife; 
Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye, 
Not utter' d by bafe fale of chapmens' tongues. 
I am lefs proud to hear you tell my worth, 
Than you much willing to be counted wife, 
In fpending thus your wit in praife of mine. 
But now, to talk the talker; good Boyet, 
You are not ignorant, all- telling fame 
Doth noife abroad, Navarre hath made a vow, 
'Till painful ftudy fhall out-wear three years, 
No woman may approach his filent Court; 
Therefore to us feems it a needful courfe, 
Before we dhter his forbidden gates, 
To know his pleafure •, and in that behalf, 
Bold of your wortHinefs, we (ingle you 
As our bed-moving fair folicitor. 
Tell him, the daughter of the King of France, 
On ferious bufmefs, craving quick difpatch, 
Importunes perfonal conference with his Grace. 
Halte, fignify fo much, while we attend, 
Like humble-vifag'd fuitors, his high will. 

Boyet Proud of employment, willingly I go. [Exit* 

Frin. All pride is willing pride, and yours is fo ; 
Who are the votaries, my loving lords, 
That are vow-fellows with this virtuous King? 

Lord. Longavilie is one- .^ 

Prin. Know ye the man ? 

Mar.. I knew him, Madam, at a marriag£-feaft, 
Between lord Perigort and the beauteous heir • 
Of Jaques Faulconbridge folemnized. 
In Normandy faw I this Longavilie, 
A man of fovereign parts he is efteenTd ; 
Well fitted in the arts, glorious in arms, 
Nothing becomes him ill, that he would well. 
The only foil of his fair virtue's glofs, 
(If virtue's glofs will ftain with any foil,) 

Is 
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Is a lharp wit, matched with too blunt a will ; 
Whofe edge hath powfcr to cut, whofe will ftill wills 
It ftiould {pare none, that come within his power. 

JYin. Some merry-mocking lord, belike; is't fo? 

Mar. They fay fo moft,' that mod his humours 
knowv '*•.••**' 

Prin. Such Ihort-liv'd wits do wither as they grow. 
Who are the reft ? 

Cath. The y4ung Dfymain, a vefl-fcceGmpliuYd youth, 
Of all that virtue love, for virtue lov d. 
Moft power tc* do moft harm; leaft knowing ill; 
For he hath wit to make an ill fhape good, 
And ft ape to win gTacc, thp 1 he had no wit. 
I faw him at the Duke AianJorCi once, 
•And much too little of that good I faw/ 
It my report to his great worth inefs; 
; Rof. Ariother of theTeiludents at that time 
Was there with him, as I have heard a truth; 
Biron they call him; but. a merrier man, 
Within the limit of becoming mirth, • • * 
I.ricvcr fpent an hour!s talk withaL 
His eye. begets occaiion forr his wit; ) . 

For every vobjed, thafthe one doth catch, 
The other turns to a mirth-»moving*jeft; ' 
Which his fair tongue (conceit's expofitor) • 
Delivers in fuch apt and gracious words, 
That aged ears play trruant at his 'tales ; 
And younger hearings are quite raviihed ; 
So fweet and voluble is his difc6urfe. 

Prin. pod bleik my ladies, are they all in love, 
That every one her own hath garniftied 
With fuch bedecking ornaments of praife ! 

Mar. Here comes Boyet. .i- . 

Enter Boyet. 
Prin. Now, what admittance, Lord ? 
Boyet, Navarre had notice of your fair approach; 
And he and his competitors in oath 

Were 
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Were aU adflreftto meet you, .gentle lady* 
Before I came: marry, thus much iVe Ie&mt, 
He rather means to lodge you in the field. 
Like one that comes here to befiege bis Courts 
Than feek a difpentation for his oath, 
To let you enter his unpeopled houfe. 
Here qomes J^fav^ru. [.','', 

SCEN E IL • !.-•' 

Enter the King, Longaville, Dumaiiiy Biron, and 

Attendants. . , 

King. "T^AL-R Pxincefs, welcome 'to the Court of 
-F \Navjorre. » 

Prin. Fair/ 1 give you back again * and welcome 
I have not yet: the roof of th;b Court is loo. high 
to be youiis; and welcome to the wide fields, too bafe 
to be mine. . .. . . i 

King. You ftialL be wekome, Madam, to my Court. 

Prin. I will be wekqme tbon ; condufi me thiriurr. 

King. Hear me, dear lady, I hare fwom m oath. • 

Prin. Our Lady help my lowil he r H be forfworn; 

King. T$&t .for the wojrld, fair Madam, by Toy with 

Prin. Why, Will (ball break its will, audi nothing 
elfev 

King. Your ladylhip is ignorant what it is. 

Prin. Were my Lord fo, his ignorance were. wife. 
Where now his knowledge muft prove ignorance* 
I hear, your Grace hath fwom out houfe-keeping : - 
'Tis deadly (in to keep that oath, say Lord; 

Not fin to break iti. • 

But pardon rue, I am too fudden bold : 
To teach a teacher ill befeemeth me. 
Vouchfafe to read the purpofe of my Coming, 
And fuddenly refolve me in my fuit. 

King. Madam, I will, if fuddenly I may. 

rJVifft. You will the fooner, that 1 were away; . 
For you'll prove perjur'd, if you make me flay. 

Biron. 
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Biron. J>id not I dance with you in Brabant once? 

Rof. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once ? 

Biron. I know, you did. 

Rof. How needlefs was it then to aflc the queftipn? 

Biron. You mull not be £o quick. 

Rof. 'Tis long of you, that lpur me wkh fuch 
queftions. 

Biron. Yourwiifs too hot> itfpeeds too fail, 'twill 
tire. ' 

Rof. Not 'till it leave the rider in the mire. 

Biron. What time o'day ? 

Rof. The hour, that fools jOhould aflc. 

Biron. Now fair be£al your inalk J 

Rof. Fair fall the face it covers I 

Biron. And fend you many lovers ! 

Rof.- Amen, fo you be none I 

Biron. Nay, then will J he ^one. 

King. Madam, your father here doth intimate 
The payment of a hundred thoufand crowns; 
Being but UT one half of an intiie fum # 
Difburfed by my .father in his wars* , < 

But fay, thathe, nr we* as neither -have, 
Received that fum; yet there remains unpaid 
A hundred thoufand more ; in furety of tlie which* ; 
One part of Aquitain is bbiand to us. 
Although not valu'd to the money's worth: 
If then the King your father will reftors ; 
But that one half* which is unfatisfytl, 
We will give up our right in Aquitain, 
And hold fair friendfhip with his Majefly: 
Jut that, it fcems, he little purpofeth, 
For here he doth demand to have repaid 
An hundred thoufand crowns, and not demand*, 
On payment of an hundred thoufand crowns, 
To have his title Jive in Aquitain, 
Which we mucji rather had depart withal, 
And have the money by our father lent, 
Than Aquitain fo geldea as it is* 

Dear 
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Dear Princefs, were not his requefls fo far , 
From reafon's yielding, your fair felf (hould make 
A yielding 'gainft fome reafon in my bread *, 
And go well fatisfied to France again. 

Prin. You do the King my father too much wrong. 
And wrong the reputation of your name, 
In fo unfeeming to confefs receipt. 
Of that, Vhich hath fo faithfully been paid. 

King. I do proteft, I never heard of it ; 
And if you prove it, I'll repay it back, 
Or yield up Aquitain. 

Prin. We arreft your word : 
Boyet, you can produce acquittances 
For fuch a fum, from fpecial officers 
Of Charles his father. 

King, Satisfy me fo. 

Boyet. So pleafe your Grace, the packet is not come* 
Where that and other fpecialties are bound 2 - 
To-morrow you {hall have a fight of them. 

King. It fhall fuffice me ; at which' interview, 
All liberal reafori I will yield unto : 
Mean time, receive fuch welcome «tt my hand, 
As # honour without breach of honour may 
Make tender of; to thy true worthinefs. 
You may not come, fair' Princefs, in my gates; 
But herei without, you fhall be fo receiv'd, 
As you flxall'deem yourfelf lodg'd in my heart, 
Tho" 1 fo deny'd fair harbour in my houfe:' 
Your own good thoughts excufe me, and farewel ; 
To-morrow we fhall vifit you again.' * 

Prin. Sweet heahh and fair defires confort you? 

Grace! ' t r . \ ^/\ 

King. Thy own Wifli wifh I thee, in everf placeY 
* '*' .' : [£x^.. 

Biron. Lady,T will commend you to my own heart. 
Rof. I pray you", do my commendations ; 
I would be glad to fee it* ' .... 

Biron. I would, you heard it groan. 

Jtf. 
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Rof Is the fool fick ? 

Biron. Sick at the heart, 

Rof. Alack, let it blood. 

Bivon. Would that do it good? 

Rof. My phyGc fays, ay. 

Biron. Will you prick' t with your eye? 

Rof JVtf, poynt. with my knife. 

Biron. Now God fave thy life ! 

Rof And yours from long living ! 
- Biron. I cannot ftay thankfgiving. [Exit. 

Bum. Sir, 1 pray you a wQrd : what lady is that 
fame ? 

Boyet. The heir of Alanfon, Rofaline her name. 

Dum. A gallant lady ; Monfieur, fare you well. 

[Exit. 

Long. I befecch you, a word: what is flie in white? 

Boyet. A woman fometimes, if you faw her in the 
light. 

Long. Perchance, light in the light ; I defire her 
name.- 

Boyet. She hath but one for herfeif ; to defire That, 
were a fhame. 

Long. Pray you, Sir, whofe daughter? 

Boyet. Her mother's, I have heard. 

Long. God's blefling on your beard ! 

Boyet. Good Sir, be not offended. 
She is an heir of Fauiconbridge. 

'Long. Nay, my choller is ended : 
She is a mod fweet lady. 

Boyet. Not unlike, Sir; that may be. [Exit Long. 

Biron. What's her name in the cap? 

Boyet. Catharine, by good hap 

Biron. Is (he wedded, or no ? 

Boyet. To her will, Sir, or fo. 

Biron. You are welcome, Sir; adieu J 

Boyet. Farewel to me, Sir, and welcome to you. 

[Exii Biron. 
Mar. That laft is Biron, the merry mad-cap lord; 
Not a word with him but a jeft. Boyet. 
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Boyet. And every jeft but a word. 

Prin. It was well done of you to take him at his 
word. 

Boyet. I was as willing to grapple, as he was to 
board. 

Mar. Two hot (beeps, marry. 

Boyet. And wherefore not mips? 
No Iheep, (fweet lamb) unlefs we feed on your lips. 

Afar. You (heep, and I pafture; mail that finiih 
the jeft? 

Boyet* So you grant pafiure for me. 

Mar. Not fo, gentle beaft; 
My lips axe no common, though feveral they be. 

BoyeU Belonging to whom? 

Mar. To my fortunes and me. 

Prin. Good wits will be jangling ; but, gentles, 
agree. 
This civil war of wits were much better us'd 
QniNavarre, and his book-men; for here 'tis abused. 

Boyet. If my obfervation, (which veryfeldom lies) 
By the heart's ftill rhetoric, difclofed with eyes, 
Deceive mc not now, Navarre is infefied. 

Prin. With what? 

Boyet. With that which we lovers intitle affe&ed. 

Prin. Your reafon ? 

Boyet. Why, ail his behaviours did make their retire 
To the Court of his eye, peeping thorough defire:. 
His heart, like an agat with your print imprelled, 
Proud wiih his form, in his eye pride expreffed: 
His tongue, all impatient to fpeak and not fee. 
Did ftumble with hafte in his eye-fight to be: 
All fenfes to that fenfe did make their repair, 
To feel only looking on faireft of fair ; 
Methought, all his fenfes were lock ? d in his eye, 
As jewels in cryftal for fome Prince to buy ; 
Who tendering their own worth, from whence they 

Were glafst, 
Did poiat out tobuy them, along as. you paft. 

His 
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His facets own margent did quote fuch amazes, 
That all eyes faw his eyes inchanted with gazes-: 
Til give you Aquitain, and all that is his, 
An? you give him for my fake but one loving kifs. 

Ftin. Come, to our pavilion: Boyet is dif6os'd— «* 

Bayet. But to fpeak that in words, which his eye 
hath difclos'd; • » 

I only have rtiadp a mouth of his eye. 
By adding a tongue which I know will not lie. 

Rof. Thou art an old love-monger, and fpeakeft 
ftilfoUy. 

Mar. He is Ci^*<£Vgrandfather, and learns news of 
'*' -< him/- *' 

Rqf.Thtti wjis Vtntos like her mother, for her father 
is but grim. 

Boyet. Do yQu hear, my *nad wenches ? 

Mar. No. 

Bayet. What then, do you fee ? 

Rof. Ay, our way to be gone. 

Boyet. You ate too hard for me. [Exeunt. 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

* 

, The Park ; near the Palace. 

Enter Arraado and Moth, 

Arm a do. 

WARBLE, child; make paflionate my fenfe 
of hearing. 

Moth. Concolinel [Singing 

Arm. Sweet Ah* ! go, tendernefs of years ; take this 
key, give enlargement to the.fwain; bring him fefti- 
nately .Jnther: I muft employ him in a letter to my 

Moth. Mailer, will you win y-Dur love with a French 

brawl? 

Arm. How mean ft thou, brawling in French I 

Motfr.- 
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Moth. No, my complete matter; but to jig off a 
tune. at the tongue's end, canary to it with your feet, 
humour it with turning up your eye-lids ; ugh a note 1 
and fing.a note; fome times through the throat, as if I 
you - fwallow'd love wijth Tinging love; fometimes 
through the nofe, as if you fnuft.uplove by fmelling 
love; with your hat penthoufe-like, o'er the fhop of 
your eyes ; with your arms croft on your thin-belly 
doublet, like a rabbet on a fpit; or your hands in 
your pocket, like a man after the old painting ; and 
keep not too long in one tune, but a fnip and away: 
* thefe are 'compliihments, theft are humours ; . thefe 
betray nice wenches that would be betrayed without 
thefe,, and make them men of note (do you note me?) 
that are moft affecled to thefe ? 

Arm. How haft thou purchas'd this experience ? 
Moth. By my pen of obfervation. 

Arm. But O, but O ■• , 

Moth. The hobby-h<^rfe is forgot. . } 
Arm. Cairft thou my love hobby-horfe? , ' 
.Moth. No, mafier; die hobby-horfe is but a colt, 
and your love, perhaps, a hackney : but have you 
forgot ybur love? 
Arm. Almoft I had. 

Moth. Negligent (ludent, learn her by heart. 
Arm. By heart, an'dun hear*, boy* 
Moth. And out of heart, mailer:' all thofe three I 
.will, pro v£. 

Arm. What wilt thou prove? 
Moth. A man, if I live: And this by, m, and on 
of, upon the inftant: by heart you love her, becaufe 
your heart cannot come by her : in heart you love 
her, becaufe your heart is in love with her; and out 
of heart you love her, being out of heart that you 
cannot enjoy her. 

Arm. I am all thefe three. 

# the/e are compliments.] We fhould read, \omphJhmcnts y u e. 
accomplishments. 

Moth. 
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Moth. And three times as much more, and yet no- 
thing at all. 

Arm. Fetch hither the fwain, he muft carry me a 
letter. 

Moth. A meflage well fympathiz'd ; a horfe to be 
eaibaflador for an afs. 

Arm. Ha, ha ; what fay'ft thou ? ~ » 

Moth. Marry, Sir, you muft fend, the afs upon the 
horfe, for he is very flow-gaited : but I go. 
. Arm. The way is but fhort^ away. 
Moth. As fwift as lead, Sir. 
Arm. Thy meaning, pretty ingenious ? 
Is not lead of metal heavy, dull and flow? ! 

Moth. Minimi, honeft mafter; or rather mafter, no. • 
Arm. I fay, lead is flow. 
. Moth. You are too fwift, Sir, to fay fo. 
Is that lead flow, Sir, which is fir d from a gun? 

Arm. Sweet fmoke of rhetoric ! . 
He reputes, me a cannon ; and the bullet, that's he : 
I flioot thee at the fwain. > 

Moth Thump then, and I fly- • [Exit. 

Arm. A moft acute Juvenile, voluble and free of 
grace ; 
By thy favour, fweet welkin, I muft figh in thy face. 
Moft rude melancholy, valour gives thee place. 
My herald is return'd. * .. 

SCENE II. 

_ 1 

Re-enter Moth and Coftard. 

Moth. A Wonder, mafter, here's a Cojlard broken 
JLX. in a fhin. 
Arm. Some en,igma, fome riddle; come, thy V envoy 

begin. 
Coft. No egma, no riddle, no f envoy; no falve in 
the male, Sir. O Sir, plantan, a plain plantan ; no 
Cenvoy, no Cenvoy, or falve, Sir, but plantan. 

Vox.. II. O Arm. 
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Arm. By vertue, thou enforceft laughter; thy filly 
thought, my fplcen ; the heaving of my lungs pro- 
vokes me to ridiculous fmiling: O pardon me, my 
ftars ! doth the inconfiderate take falve for C envoy, and 
the word V envoy for a falve ? . 

Moth. Doth the wife think them other? is not 
r envoy a falve ? 

Arm* No, page, it is an epilogue or difcourfe, to 
make plain. 
Some obfcure precedence that hath tofore been fain. 
I will example it. Now will I begin your moral, and 
do you follow with my F envoy. 
The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee, 
Were (till at odds, being but three. 
There's the moral, now the V envoy* 

Moth. I will add the I "envoy; fay the moral again. 

Arm. The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee, 
Were fiill at odds, being but three. 

Moth. Until the goofecame out of door, 
And ftay'd the odds by adding four. 
A good V envoy, ending in the gooie 5 would you de- 
fire more? 

Cq/i. The boy hath fold him a bargain ; a goofe, 
that's flat ; . [ 

Sir, your penny-worth is good, an' your goofe be fat, 
To fell a bargain well is as cunning as faft andloofe. 
Let me fee a fat C envoy ; I, that's a fat goofe. 

Arm. Come hither, come hither ; 
How did this argument begin? 

Mojt. By faying, that a Cojlard was broken- in a, 
fliin. 
Then call'd you for a Vjtjwoy. 

Cojl. True, and I for a plantan 5 
Thus came the argument in<; 

Then the boy's fat f envoy , the goofe that you bought, 
And he ended the markejt. 

Arm. But tell me; how was-there a Cojlard broken 
in a fliin ? 

Moth. 
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Moth. I will tell you fenfibly. 

Coji. Thou haft no feeling" of it, Moth. 
I will fpeak that F envoy. 
Cojlard running out, that was fafely within, 
Fell bver the threfhold and broke my fliin. 

Arm. We will talk no more of this matter. 

Coji. 'Till there be more matter in the fliin. 

Arm. Sirrah, Cqflard, I will infranchife thee. 

Coji. O, marry me to one Francis; I fmell fome 
Tmvoy, fome goofe in this. 

Arm. By my fweet foul, I mean, fetting thee at 
liberty ; enfteedoming thy per fon ; thdu wert immur'd, 
reftrained, captivated, bound. 

Coji. True, true, and now you will be my purga- 
tion, and let me loofe. 

Arm. I give thee thy liberty, fet thee from durance, 
and, in lieu thereof, impofe on thee nothing but this ; 
bear this fignificant ta the country-maid Jaquenetia ; 
there is remuneratibn ; for the beft ward of mine ho- . 
nours is -rewarding my dependants. Moth, follow. — 

[Exit. 

Moth. Like the fequele, I. Signior Cojlard, adieu. 

[Exit. 

Coji. My fweet ounce of mans flefh, my in-cony 
jewel! Now will I look to his remuneration. Re- • 
muneration ! 0, that's the Latin word for three far- . 
things : three farthings remuneration : What's the 
price of this incle? a jpenny. No, I'll give you a 
remuneration : why, it carries it. Remuneration ! 
— why, it is a fairer name than a French crown. I 
will never buy and fell out of this word. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Biron. 

iron.{~\ My good knave Cojlard, exceedingly well 
vJr met. 

O 9 CoJl m 
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( oft. Pray you, Sir, how much carnation ribbon 
may a man buy for a remuneration ? 

Bircn. What is a remuneration? 

Cojt. Marry, Sir, half-penny farthing. 

Biron. O, why then three farthings worth of filk. 

Cqft. I thank your worlhip, God be with you. 

Biron. O flay, flave 1 1 mull employ thee : 
As thou wilt win my favour, my good knave, 
Do one thing for me that I (hall intreat. 

Cqft. When would you have it done, Sir? 

Biron. O, this afternoon. 

Cqft. Well, I will do it, Sir: fare you welL 

Biron. O, thou knoweft not what it is. , 

Cqft. I mail know, Sir, when I hav$ done it, 

Biron. Why, villain, thou muft know firft. 

Cqft. I will come to your worlhip to-morrow morn- 
ing. 

Biron. It mull be done this afternoon., . 

Hark, Have, it is but this: , ,, . - i 

The Princefs comes to hunt here in thq park: 
And in her train there is a gentle lady ; 
When tongues fpeak fweetly, then they name her 

name, 
And Rqfaline they call her ; aflt for her, 
And to her fweet hand fee thou do commend 
This feal'd-up counfel. There's thy guerdon; go, 

Cqft. Guerdon,- O fweet guerdon! better than 

remuneration, eleven- pence farthing better : moft 
fweet guerdon! I will do it, Sir, in print. Guerdon, 
remuneration. [Exit* 

Biron. O I and 1, forfooth, in love ! 
I, that have been love's whip ; 
A very beadle to a humorous figh* 
A critic; nay, a night-watch conftable; 
A domineering pedant o'er the boy, 
Than whom no mortal more magnificent. 
This whimpled, whining, purblind, waywa/dboy^ 

This 
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This *Signior Junto's giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid, 

Regent of love-rhimes, lord of folded arms, 

Th 1 anointed Sovereign of fighs and groans : 

Leige of all loyterers and matecontents : 

Dread Prince of plackets, King of codpieces : 

Sole Imperator, and great General - 

Of trotting parators : (O my little-heart .') 

And I to be a corporal of his File, 

And wear his colours ! like a tumbler, ftoop ! 

What ? I love .' I fue ! I feek a wife ! 

A Woman, that is like a German clock, 

Stjll a repairing ; ever out of frame, 

And never going aright, being a watch, 

But being watchM, that it may ltill go right ! 

Nay,, to be perjurd, which is worft of all : 

And, among three, to love the worft of all ; 

A whitely wanton with a velvet brow, 

With two pitch balls ftuckin her face for eyes; 

Ay, and^by heav'n, one that will do the deed, 

Tho' Argus were her eunuch and her guard ; 

And I to figh for her ! to watch for her ! 

To pray for her ! go to : — It is a plague, 

That Cupid wiliimpofe for my neglect 

Of his almighty, dreadful, little, Might. 

Well, I will love, write, figh, pray, fue and groan : 

Some men muft love my lady, and fome Joan. [Exit. 

ACT IV. SCENE I. 

A Pavilion in the Park near the Palace. 

Enter the Princefs, Rofaline, Maria, Catharine, Lords, 

Attendants, and a Forejier. 

Princess. 

WAS that the King that fpurr d his horfe fo hard 
Againft the fteep uprifing of the hill ? 

* Signior J unio'*] By this is meant Youth in general. 

O 3 Boyeu 
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Boyet. I know not; but, I think, it was not he. 

Prin. Who e'er he was, he (hew'd a mounting 
mind. 
Well, lords, to day we (hall have our difpatch ; 
On Saturday we will return to France. 
Then Forefter, my friend, where is the bum, 
That we mud Hand and play the murtherer in ? 

For. Here by, upon the edge of yonder coppice; 
A ftand, where you may make the faireft moot. 

Prin. I thank my beauty, I am fair, that (hoot : 
And thereupon thou fpeak'ft the faireft fhoot. 

For. Pardon me, madam: for I meant not fa. 

Prin. What, what ? firft praife me, then again fay, 
no ? 
O fliort-liv'd pride! not fair? alack, for woe I 

For. Yes, madam, fair. 

Ifrin. Nay, never paint me now; 
Where fair is not, praife cannot mend the brow. 
Here, good my glafs, take this for telling true ; 
Fair payment for foul words is more than due. 

For. Nothing but fair is that, which you inherit. 

Prin. Sec, fee, my beauty will be fav'd by merit. 
O herefy in fair, fit for thefe days ! 
A giving hand, though foul, (hall have fair praife* 
But come, the bow ; now mercy goes to kill, 
And mooting well is then accounted ill. 
Thus will I fave my credit in the fhoot, 
Not wounding, Pity would not let me do't : 
If wounding, then it was to fhew my Skill ; 
That more for praife, than purpofe, meant to kill. 
And, out of queftion, fo it is fometimes ; 
Glory grows guilty of detefted crimes ; 
When for fame's fake, for praife, an outward part, 
We bend to that the working of the heart. 
As I for praife alone now feekto. fpill 
The poor deer's blood, that my heart means no ill. 

Boyet. Do not curft wives hold that felffovereignty 

Only 
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Only for praife-fake, when they ftrive to be 
Lords o'er their lords ? 

Prin. Only for praife ; and praife we may afford 
To any lady, that fiibdues her lord. 

ifoterCoftard. 

Boyets Here comes a member of the common- 
wealth. 

Cqft. God dig-you-den all; pray you, which is the 
head lady ? 

Prin. Thou flialt know her, fellow, by the reft 
that have no heads.' 

Coji. Which is the greateft lady, the higheft ? 
Prin. The thickeft and the talleft. 
Coft. The thickeft and the talleft ? it is fo, truth is 
truth. 
* An 1 my wafte, miftrefs, were as (lender as your wit, 
One o' thefe maids girdles for my wafte ftiould be fit. 
Are not you the chief woman ? you are the thickeft 
here. 
Prin. What's your will, Sir? what's your will? 
Cqft. I have a letter from Monfieur Biron, to one 

lady Rofaline. 
Prin. O thy fetter, thy letter : he's a good friend 
of mine. 
Stand afide, good bearer. — Boyet, you can carve; 
' Break up this capon. 

Boyet. I am bound to ferve. 
This letter is miftook, it importeth none here; 
It is writ to Jaquenetta. 

* An your wafte, miftrefs, were asjlender as my wit^ 

One o* thefe maids girdles for your wafte fhould h jfr.] Andwa* 
not one of her Maid's Girdles fit for her ? It is plain that my and 
your have all the Way changed Places, by fome Accident or other; 
and that the Lines Ihould be read thus, 

Ari my wafte, miftrefs , was asflender as your wit, 
One of thefe maids girdles for my wafte fhould befit* 

O 4 Prin. 
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Prin. We will read it, I fwear. 
Break the neck of the wax, and every one give ear* 

Boyet reads. 

T>Y heaven, that thou art fair, is mqft infallible; true, 
A^ that thou art beauteous ; truth it/elf, that thou art 
lovely ; more fairer than fair, beautiful than beauteous, 
truer than truth itfelf; have commiferation on thy heroical 
vajfal. The magnanimous and mofi illuflrate King Co- 
phetua fet eye upon the pernicious and indubitate beggar 
Zenelophon ; and he it was that might rightly fay, veni, 
vidi, vici ; which to. anatomize in the vulgar, (0 bafe and 
obfeure vulgar !) videlicet, he came, faw, and overcame ; 
he came, one; faw, two; overcame, three. Who came? 
the King. Why did he come ? to fee. Why did he fee ? 
to overcome. To whom came he ? to the beggar. What 
faw he? the beggar. Who overcame he? the beggar. The 
conchtfion is victory ; on whofefide ? the King's ; the cap- 
tive is inrich'd: on whofefCie? the beggar s. The. cata- 
flrophe is a nuptial: on whojejide? the King's? no, on 
both in one, cr one in both : 1 am the King, (forfo flands 
the comparifon) thou the beggar, for fo witneffeth thy low- 
itnefs. Shall I command thy love? J may. Shall I enforce 
thy love ? I could. Shall 1 entreat thy love? I will. What 
flialt thou exchange for rags ? robes; for tittles? titles : for 
thyfelf? me. Thus expe&ing thy reply, 1 prophane my lips 
on thy foot, my eyes on thy picture, and my heart on thy 
every part. 

Thine in the deareft defign of induftry, 

Don Adriano de Armado. 

' Thus doft thou hear the Nemean lion roar 

'Gainft thee, thou lamb, that ftandeft as his prey; 
Submiffive fall his princely feet before, 

And he from forage will incline to play. 
But if thou ftrive (poor foul) what art thou then? 
Food for his rage, repafture for his den. 

Prin. 
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Prin. What plume of feathers is he, that indited 
this letter? 
What vane ? what weathercock ? did you ever hear 
better ? 
Boyet. I am much deceived, but I remember the 

ftile. 
Prin. Elfe your memory is bad, going o'er it ere 

while. 
Boyet. This Armado is a Spaniard that keeps here in 
Court, 
A phantafme, a monarcho, and one that makes fport 
To the Prince, and his book-mates." , 

Prin* Thou, fellow, a word 1 
Who gave thee this letter? 
Cofi. I told you; my lord. 
Prin. To whom mould' ft thou give it? 
Cojt* From my lord to my lady. 
Prin. From which lord to which lady ? 
Cojl* From my lord Berown, a good mafter of mine, 
To a lady of France, that he calFd Rqfaline. 

Prin. Thou haft miftaken his letter. Come, lord*, 
away. 
Here, fweet, put up this ; 'twill be thine another day. 

[Exit Princefs attenitd. 
Boyet. Who is th« fbooter ? who is the (hooter ? 
Rof. Shall I teach you to know? 
Boyet. Ay, my continent of beauty. 
Rof. Why, (he that bears the bow. Finely put off. 
■ Boyet. My lady goes to kill horns : but if thou 
marry, 
Hang me by the neck, if horns that year mifcarry. 

% Finely put on. 

Rof. Well then, I am the mooter. 
Boyet. And who is your Deer? 
Kof. If we chufe by horns, yourfelf ; come* not 
near. 
Finely put on, indeed. - ■ • 

O 5 Mar. 
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Mar. You ftill wrangle with her, Boyet, and (he 

ftrikes at the brow. 
Boyet. But {he herfelf is hit lower. Have I hit her 

now? 
Rq/. Shall. I come upon thee with an old faying, 
that was a man when King Pippin of Fraturrwas a lit- 
tle boy, . as touching the hit it ? 

Boyet. So'I may anfwer thee with one as old, that 
was a woman when Queen Guinover of Britain was a 
little wench, as touching the hit it. 

Rof. Thou canjl not hit it, hit it, hit it. [Singing. 
Thou carijt not hit it, my good man. 

Boyet. An I cannot^ cannot, cannot; 
An 1 cannot , another can. [Exit Rof. 

Coji. By my troth, mo ft pleafant ; how both did 

fit it. 
Mar. A mark marvellous well (hot; for they both 

did hit it. 
Boyet. A mark ? O, mark but that mark ! a mark, 
fays my lady ; 
Let the mark have a prick in t ; to meet at, if it 
may be. 
Mar. Wide o' th' bow-hand; i'faith, your hand is 

out. 
Coji. Indeed, a' muft (hoot nearer, or he'll ne'er hit 

the clout. 
Boyet. An if my haind be out, then, belike, your 

hand is in. 
CoJl. Then will me get the upfbot by cleaving the 

pin. 
Mar. Come, come, you talk greafily: your lips 

grow foul. 
Coji. She's too hard for you at pricks, Sir, chal- 
lenge her to bowl. 
Boyet. I fear too much rubbing ; good night my 
good owL [Exeunt all but C oftard. 

Cojt. By my foul, a fwain ; a moft fimple clown J 
Lord, Lord ! how the ladies and I have put himdown ! 

O' 
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O* my troth, moll fweet jefts, moft in-cony vulgar 

wit, 
When it comes fo fmoothly off, fo obfcenely ; as it 

were, To fit. 
Armado o 1 th' one fide, — O, a moft dainty man ; 
To fee him walk before a lady, and to bear her fan. 
To fee him kifs his hand, and how moft fweetly he 

will fwear : 
And his Page o* t'other fide, that handful of Wit ; 
Ah, heav'ns I it is a moft pathetical Nit. 

[Exit Coftard. 
[Shouting within. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Dull, Holofernes, and Sir Nathaniel. 

Jfath. T^ERY reverend fport, truly ; and done in 
V the teftimony of a good Gonfcience. 

Hoi. The deer was (as you know) fanguis, in blood; 
ripe as a pomwater, who now hangeth like a jewel 
in the ear of Ccslo, the fky, the welkin, the heav'n ; 
and anon falleth like a crab on the face of Terra, the 
foil, the land, the earth. 

Nath. Truly, mafter Holofernes, the epithets are 
fweetly varied, like a fcholar at the leaft : but, Sir, 
I affure ye, it was a buck of the firft head. 

Hoi. Sir Nathaniel, hand credo. 

Dull. 'Twas not a hand credo, 'twas a pricket. 

Hoi. Moft barbarous intimation ; yet a kind of 
infinuation, as it were in via, in way of explication ; 
facere, as it were, replication ; or rather, qftentare, to 
fliow, as it were his inclination ; after his undrefled, 
unpoliftied, uneducated, unpruned, untrained, or ra» 
ther unlettered, or rathereft unconfirmed faftiion, to 
iafert again my haud credo for a deer. 

Dull. I faid, the deer was not a haud credo ; 'tw?i 
a pricket. 

6 HU 
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Hoi. Twice fod fimplicity, bis codus; O thou mbn- 
fler ignorance, how deformed doft tho.u look ? 

Nath. Sir, he hath never fed on the dainties that 
are bred in a book. He hath not eat paper, as it 
were ; he hath not drunk ink. His intellect is not 
replenifhed. He is only an animal, only fenfible in 
the duller parts ; and fuch barren plants are fet be- 
fore us, that we thankful fhould be for thofe parts, 
(which we tafle and feel, ingradare) that do fructify 
in us, more than He. 
For as it would ill become me to be vain, indifcreet, 

or a fool ; 
So were there a patch fet on learning, to fee him in 
a fchool. 

* » 

But omne bene, fay I ; being of an old father's mind, 
Many can brook the weather, that love not the wind. 

Dull. You two are book-men; can you tell, by 
your wit, 
What was a month old at Cains birth, that's not five 
weeks old as yet ? 

Hoi. Diftynna, good-man Dull; Di&ynna, good-man 
Dull. 

Dull. What is DiBynna ? 

Nath. A title to Phoebe, to Luna, to the Moon. 

Hoi. The moon was a month old, when Adam was 
no more : 
And rought not to five weeks, when he came to five- 

fcore. 
* Th 1 allufion holds in the exchange. 

Dull. 'Tis true, indeed ; the collafion holds in the 
exchange. 

Hoi. ! God comfort thy capacity ! I fay, the allu- 
fion holds in the exchange. 

Dull. And I fay, the pollution holds in the ex- 
change; for the moon is never but a month old; 

* Th* allufion holds in the exchange.] i. e. the Riddle is as good 
when I ufe the Name of Adam, as when you ufe the Name of Cain. 

and 
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and I fay befide, that 'twas a pricket that the Prin- 
cefs kill'd. 

HoL Sir Nathaniel,- will you hear an extemporal 
epitaph on the death of the deer ? and to humour 
the ignorant, I have call'd the deer the Princefs 
kill'd, a pricket. 

Nath. Verge, good mafler Holof ernes, perge; fo it 
fliall pleafe you to abrogate fcurrility. 

HoL I will fo me thing affect the letter ; for it ar- 
gues facility. 

The praifeful Princefs piercd and prickt 

A pretty pleafing pricket \ ; 
Some Jay, afore; but not afore, r 

''Till now made fore withjhooting* 
The dogs did yell ; put L to fore, 

Then for el jumpt from thicket; 
Or pricket fore, or elfeforel, 

The people fall a hooting. 
If fore before, then L to fore 

* Makes fifty fores, of for el I 
Of one fore I an hundred make, 

By adding but one more L. 

Nath. A rare talent ! , 

Dull. If a talent be a claw, look now he claws him 
with a talent. 

HoL This is a gift that I have, fimple, fimple; a 
foolilh extravagant fpirit, full of forms, figures, 
fhapes, objects, ideas, apprehenfions, motions, revo- 
lutions. Thefe are begot in the ventricle of memo- 
ry, nouriflid in the womb of pia mater, and deliver' d 
upon the mellowing of occafion; but the gift is good 

* Makes fifty fores, Of or el I We fhould read, of for el, alluding to 

L being the Numeral for 50. Concerning the Beajts of Chafe, whereof 

the Buck, being the firjl, is called as followeth ; the firjl Tear a Fawn; the 

fecond Tear a Pricket ; the third Tear, a Sorel ; the fourth Tear, a Sore ; 

the fifth Tear t a Buck of thefirfi Heady kc. 

in 
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in thofe in whom it is acute, and I am thankful for 
it. 

Nath. Sir, I praife the lord for you, and fo may 
my parilhioners ; fpr their fons are well tutorM by 
you, and their daughters profit very greatly under 
you ; you are a good member of the common- 
wealth. 

HoL Mchercle, if their fons be ingenuous, they 
{hall want no inftru&ion : if their daughters be capa- 
ble, I will put it to them. But virfapit, qui pauca 
loquitur; a foul feminine faluteth us. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Jaquenetta, and Coftard* 

Jaq. /^ O D give you good-morrow, mafter Parfon. 
\J HoL Mafter Parfon, quafi Perfon. And 
if one fliould be, pierc'd* which is the one ? 

Cojl. Marry, mafter fchool-m after, he that is likeft 
to a hogfhead. 

Hoi, Of piercing a hogfhead, a good Luftre of 
conceit in a turf of earth, fire enough for a flint, 
pearl enough for a fwine : 'Tis pretty, it is well. 

Jaq* Good mafter Parfon, be fo good as read me 
this letter ; it was given me by Cojlard, and fent me 
from Don Armatho ; I befeech you, read it. 

Hoi. Faufte, precor, gelida quando pecus omne fub 
umbra 
Ruminate and fo forth. Ah, good old Mantuan^ I 
may fpeak of thee as the traveller doth of Venice; 
Vinegia, Vinegia ! qui non te vedi, ei non te pregia. Old 
Mantuan, old Mantuan ! Who underftandeth thee not, 
loves thee not : — ut rejol la mi fa. Under pardon, 
Sir, what are the contents ? or rather, as Horace fays 
in his : What ! my foul I verfes ? 

Nath. Ay, Sir, and very learned. 

Hoi. Let me hear a ftaff, a ftanza, a verfe ; Lege, 
Domine. 

Nath. 
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Nath* If love make me forfworn, how (hall I fwear 
to love ? 
Ah, never faith could hold* if not to beauty 
vow'd; 
Tho' to myfelf forfworn, to thee I'll faithful prove; 
Thofe thoughts to me were oaks, to thee like 
ofiers bow'd. 
Study his biafs leaves, and makes his book thine 
eyes ; 
Where all thofe pleafures live, that art would 
comprehend : k 
If knowledge be the mark, to know thee mall 
fufiice ; 
Well learned is that tongue, that well can thee 
commend. 
All ignorant that Soul, that fees thee without 
wonder : 
Which is to me fome praife, that I thy parts 
admire ; 
Thy eye Jove's lightning bears, thy voice his 
dreadful thunder; 
Which, not to anger bent, is mufic, and fweet 
fire. 
Celeftial as thou art, Oh pardon, love, this wrong, 
That fings heav'n's praife with fuch an earthly 

tongue. 
Hoi. You. find not the Apojlrophes, and fo mifs the 
accent. * Let me fupervife the canzonet. Here are 
only numbers ratify'd ; but for the elegancy,. facility, 
and golden cadence of poefy, caret : OvidiusNafo was 
the man. And why, indeed, Nafo ; but for fmelling 
out the odoriferous flowers of fancy ? the jerks of 
invention ? imilari % is nothing : + fo doth the hound 

his 

# Let me/upervife y 8cc] The common Editions give this Speech to 
Nathaniel. Dr. fhirlby reftores it rightly to Holofemes. 

i Jo doth the hound his mafier, the ape his keeper, the tired horfe his rider."] 
The Pedant here, to run down Imitation, ihews that it is a Quality. 

within 
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his mafter, the ape his keeper, the try'd horfe his 
rider : But DarrioJeUa Virgin, was this dire&ly to you? 

Jaq. Ay, Sir, from one Monfieur Biron, to one of 
the flrange Queen's Ladies. 

Hoi. I will overglance the fuperfcript. To the /now- 
white hand of the mqft beauteous lady Rofaline. I will 
look again on the intellect of the letter, for the no- 
mination of the party writing to the perfon written 
too. 

Tour Ladyjhip's in all defied employment, Biron. 

This Biron is one of the votaries with the King ; and 
here he hath fram'd a letter to a fequent of the 
ftranger Queen's, which accidentally, or by the way 
of progreflion, hath mifcarry'd. Trip ana go, my 
fweet; deliver this paper into the hand of the King ; 
it may concern much •, flay not thy compliment ; I 
forgive thy duty : adieu. 

Jaq. Good Cojlard, go with me. Sir,. God fave 
your life. 

Cqft. Have with thee, my girl. 

[Exeunt Goft. and Jaq. 

Nath. Sir, you have done this in the fear of God, 
very religioufly : and as a certain father faith 

Hoi. Sir, tell not me of the father, I do fear co- 
lourable colours. But, to return to the verfes ; did 
they pleafe you, Sir Nathaniel 7 . . 

Nath. Marvellous well for the pen. 

Hoi. I do dine to-day at the fathers of a certain 
pupil of mine ; where if (being repaft) it (hall pleafe 
you to gratify the table with a grace, I will, on my 

within the Capacity of Beafts : That the Dog and the Ape are taught 
to copy Tricks by theirMaftcr and Keeper} and fo* is the tird Horfe 
by his Rider. This laft is a wonderful Inftance ; but it happens 

not to be true. The Author mud have wrote the tried Horfe kis 

Rider: i. e. one, exeretid, and broke to the Manage : For h< obeys 
every Sign, and Motion of the Rein, or of his Rider. So in the 
two Gentlemen of Verona, the Word is ufed in the Senfe of trained, 
excrcifed. 

pri- 
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privilege I have with the parents of the aforefajd 
child or pupil, undertake your ben venuto ; where will 
I prove thofe verfes to be very unlearned,, neither 
favouring of poetry, wit, nor invention. I befeech 
your fociety. 

Nath. And thank you too : for fociety (faith the 
text) is the happinefs of life. 

HoL And, certes, the text moft infallibly con- 
cludes it. Sir, I do invite you too ; [To Dull.] you 
fhall not fay me, nay: Fauca verba. Away,. the 
gentles are at their game, and we will to our re- 
creation. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Biron, with a paper in his hand, atone* 

Biron. HPHE King is hunting the deer, I am cour- 
JL fing myfelf. They have pitcht a toil, I 
am toiling in a pitch ; pitch, that denies \ defile ! a 
foul word: well, fet thee down, forrow; for fo they 
fay the fool fa id, and fo fay I, and I the fool. Well 
prdv'dwit. By the Lord, this love is as mad as-4/tfx, 
it kills flieep, it kills me, I a Iheep. -Well prov'd 
again on my fide. I will not Jove ; if I do, hang me; 
i'faith, I will not. O, but her eye : \>y this light, but 
for her eye, 1 would not love; yes, for her two eyes. 
Well, I do nothing in the world but lie, and lie in 
my throat. By heaven, I do love; and it hath taught 
me to rhime, and to be melancholy ; and here is 
part of my rhime, and here my melancholy. Well, 
me hath one o' my fonnets already; the clown bore 
it; the fool fent it, and the lady hath it: fweet 
clown, fweeter fool, fweeteft lady ! by the world, I 
would not care a pin if the.other three were in. Here 
comes one with a paper? God give him grace to 
groan. * [Hejiands afide. 

Enter 
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Enter the King, 

King. Ay me ! 

hiron. Shot, by heav'n ! proceed, fweet Cupid; 
thou haft thumpt him with thy bird-boit under the 
left pap : in faith, fecrets. 

King, [reads.] So fweet a kifs the golden fun gives 
. not 

To thofe frefti morning drops upon the rofe, 
As thy eye-beams,' when their frem rays havefmote 
The night of dew, that on my cheeks down 
flows ; 
Nor fhrines the Giver moon one half fo bright, 
Through the tranfparent bofom of the deep, 
As doth thy face through tears of mine give light; 

Thou (hin'ft-in every tear that I do weep; 
No drop, but as a coach doth carry thee T 
So rideft thou triumphing in my woe. 
Do but behold the tears that fwell in me, 
.And they thy glory through my grief will fliew; 
But do not love thyfelf, then thou wilt keep 
My tears for glades, and ftill make me weep, 
O Queen of Queens, how far doft thou excel ! 
No thought can think, no tongue of mortal tell.— 

How mail die know my griefs ? I'll d*op the paper; 
Sweet leaves, fhade folly. Who is he comes here? 

[the Kingjieps afide. 

Enter Longaville. 

What! Longaville! and reading! Men, ear. 

Biron. Now in thy likenefsone more fool appears. 

Long. Ay me ! I am forfworn. 

Biron. Why, he comes in like a Perjure, wearing 

papers. 
King. In love, I hope ; fweet fellowfhip in fhamc 
Biron. One drunkard loves another of the name. 
Long. Am I the firft, that have been perjur'd fo? 

Biron- 
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Biron. I could put thee in comfort : not by two that 
I know; 
Thou mak'ft the triumviiy, the three-corner-cap of 

fociety, 
The fhape of love's Tyburn, that hangs up fimplicity. 
Long. I fear, thefe ftubborn lines lack power to 
move: 
O fweet Maria, Emprefs of my love, 
Thefe numbers will I tear, and write in profe. 
Biron. O, rhknes are guards on wanton Cupid's 
hofe : 
Disfigure not his flop. 

Long. The fame mall go. [He reads thefonnet* 

Did not the heavenly rhetoric of thine eye 

(Gainji whom the world cannot hold argument) 
Perfuade my heart to this falfe perjury, 

Vows , for thee broke, deferve not puni/hment : 
A woman Iforfwore ; but I will prove* 

Thou being a goddefs, Iforfwore not thee* 
My vow was earthy, thou a heavenly love : 

Thy grace being gain d, cures all dif grace in nit* 
Vows are but breath, and breath a vapour is; 

Then thou fair fun, which on my earth dojlfhini, 
ExhaCfi this vapour-vow; in thee it is; 

If broken then, it is no fault of mine; 
If by me broke, what fool is not Jo wife > 

To lofe an oath to win a Paradife ? 

Biron. This is the liver-vain, which makes flefli a 

deity •, 
A green goofe a goddefs : pure, pure idolatry. 
God amend us, God amend, we are much out o 1 th* 

way. 

Enter Dumain. 

Long. By whom (hall I fend this ? company ? 

flay. ■ ■* 

Biron. 
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Biron. All hicj< ail hid, an old infant flay; 
Like a demy-god, here fit I in the fky, 
And wretched foph' fecrets headfully o'er-eye: 
More facks to the mill ! O heav'ns, I have my wiflij 
Domain transformed ? four woodcocks in a dilh? 
Dum. O moft divine Kate! 

Biroii. O moft prophane coxcomb ! [qfide* 

Dum. By heav'ri, the wonder of a mortal eye! 
Biron. By earth, fbe is but corporal ; there you 
lie. ]afide t 

Dum. Her amber hairs for foul have amber coted. 
Biron. An amber- coloured raven was. well noted. 

[qfide. 
Dum. As upright as the cedar. 
Biron. Stoop, I fay; 
Her moulder is with child. [qfide. 

Dum. As fair as day. 

Biron. Ay, as fome days : but then no fun muft 
fliine. [qfide. 

Dun. O that I had my wifti ! 

Long. And I had mine ! [qfide. 

King. And mine too, good Lord ! [qfide. 

Biron. Amen, fo I had mine ! Is not that a good 
word ? [qfide. 

Dum. I would forget her, but. a fever (he 
Reigns in my blood, and will remembred be. 

Biron. A fever in your 'blood! why then, incifion 
Would let her out i» fawcers, fweet mifprifion. [qfide. 
Dum. Once more I'll read the ode, that I have writ. 
Biron. Once more I'll mark, how love can vary 
wit. [qfide. 

Dumain reads hisfonnet* 
On a day, (alack, the day I) 
Love, whofe month is ever May, 
Spfd a bloffbm pqjfingfair. 
Playing in the wanton air : 
Through the velvet leaves the windy 
All unfeen, 'gan paffagefnd ; 

That 
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That the lover, Jick to death, 
WifCd himjeljthe heavens breath. 
Air, (quoth he) thy cheeks may blow 
Air. would I might triumph Jo ! 
But, al&ck+my Jiand is /worn, 
Ne*er to pluck thee from thy thorn : 
Vow, alack, for youth unmeet, 
• Touthjo apt to pluck ajweet. 
Do not call it Jin in me, 
That 1 am forjworn for thee : 
Thou, for whom et)n Jove would Jwear, 
Juno but an Ethiope were; 
And deny himfelffor Jove, 
Turning mortal for thy love. 

This will I fend, and fomething elfe more plain, 
That (hall exprefs my true love's feftring pain; 
O, would the King, Biron and Longaville, 
Were lovers too ! Ill, to example 111, 
"Would from my forehead wipe a perjur d note i 
For none offend, where all alike do dote. 

Long. Dumain* thy love is far from charity, 
That in love's grief delir'ft fociety : [coming forward. 
You may look pale ; but I fliould blufli, I know, 
To be o'er-heard, and taken napping fo. 

King. Gome, Sir, you blufli; as his, your cafe is 
fuch ; [coming forward* 

You chide at him, offending twice as much. 
You do not love Maria ? Longaville 
Did never fonnet for her fake compile ; 
Nor never lay'd his wreathed arms athwart 
His loving bofom, to keep down his heart : 
I have been clofcly flirowded in this bulb, 
And markt you both, and for you both did blufli. 
I heard your guilty rhimes, obferv'd your fafliion ; 
Saw lighs reek from you, noted well your paflion* 
Ay me ! fays one ; O Jove! the other cries ; 
Her hairs were gold, cryftal the other's eyes. 

You 



310 Love's Labours Lojl. 

You would for Paradife break faith and troth ; 
And Jove, for your love, would infringe an oath. 
What will Biron fay, when that he (hall hear 
A faith infringed, which fuch zeal did fwear ? 
How will he fcorn ? how will he fpend his wit? 
* How will he triumph, geap, and laugh at it ? . 
For all the wealth that ever I did fee, 
I would not have him know fo much by me. 

Biron. Now ftep I forth to whip hypocrify. 
Ah, good my Liege, I pray thee, pardon rae. 

[coming forward. 
Good heart, what grace haft thou thus to reprove 
Thefe worms for loving, that art moft in love? 
Your eyes do make no coaches in your tears, 
There is no certain Princefs that appears? 
You'll not be perjur'd, 'tis a hateful thing; 
Tufh ; none but minftrels like of fonnetting. 
But are you not afixam'd? nay, are you not 
All three of you, to be thus much, o'er-fhot ? 
You found his mote, the King your mote did fee :• 
But I a beam do find in each of three. 
O, what a fcene. of fool'ry have I feen, 
Offighs, of groans, offorrow, and of teen? 
O me, with what ftricl patience have I fat, 
To fee a King transformed to a Knot ! 
To fee great Hercules whipping a gigg ! 
And profound Solomon tuning a jigg, 
And Nejlor play at pufh-pin with the boys. 
And + Cynic Timon laugh at idle toys ! i 

Where lies thy grief? O tell me, good Dumain; ) 

And gentle Longaville^ where lies thy pain ? ! 

And where my Liege's ? all about the breaft ? | 

A candle, hoal 

King* Too bitter is thy jeft. 
Are we betray' d thus to thy over-view? 

Biron* Not you by me, but I betray'd by you. 

# How will he triumph, leap, and laugh at it?] We fliould certainly 
read, geap, L c. jeer, ridicule. 

t — critic timon — J ought evidently to be Cynic. 

i, 
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I, that am honeft; I, that hold it fin 

To break the vow I am engaged in. 

I am betray'd by keeping company 

With vane-like men, of ftrange inconftancy. 

When (hall you fee me write a thing in rhime ? 

Or groan for Joan? or fpend a minute's time 

In pruning me ? when (hall you hear, that I 

Will praife a hand, a foot, a face, an eye, 

A gait, a ftate, a brow, a breaft, a wafte, 

,A leg, a limb ? 

King. Soft, whither away fo faft ? 
A true man or a thief, that gallops fo? 

Biron. I poft from love; good lover, let me go. 

Enter Jaquenetta and Coftard. 

Jaq. God blefs the King I 
King. What Prefent haft thou there? 
€oJi. Some certain Treafon. 
King. What makes treafon here ? * 
Cqft. Nay, it makes nothing, Sir. 
King. If it mar nothing neither, 
"The treafon and you go in peace away together. 

Jaq. I befeech your Grace, let this letter be *ead, 
Our Parfon mifdoubts it: it was treafon, he faid. 

King. Biron, read it over. [He reads the letter. 

Where hadft thou it? 
Jaq. Of Coftard. 
King. Where hadft thou it? 
Cqft. Of Dun Adramadio* Dun Adramadio. 
King. How now, what is in you ? why doft thou 

tear it ? 
Biron. A toy, my Liege, a toy : your Grace needs 

not fear it. 
Jjong. It did move him to paffion, and therefore 

let's hear it. 
J)um. It is Biron s writing and here is his name. 
£iron. Ah* you whorefon ^loggerhead, you were 

born to do me fhame* 4 [To Coftard. 

Guilty, 



^J 
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Guilty, my lord, guilty: I confefs, Iconfefs. 
King. What ? 

Biron. That you three fools lack'd me fool to make 
up the mefs. 
He, he, and you ; and you, my liege, and I 
Are pick-pur fes in love, and we deferve to die. 
O, difmifs this Audience, and I mall tell you more. 
Dum. Now the number is even. 
Biron. True, true; we are four: 
Will thefe turtles begone ? , 
King. Hence, Sirs, away. . • 
Cofi. Walk afide the true folk, and let the traitors 
flay. [Exeunt G oft. and Jaquen. 

Biron, Sweet lords, fweet lovers, O, let us embrace: 
As true as we are, as flefh and blood can be. 
The fea will ebb and flow, heav'n will fhew his face: 

Young blood doth not obey an old decree. 
We cannot crofs the caufe why we were born, 
Therefore of all hinds muft we be forfworn. 

King. What, did thefe rent lines mew fome Jove 

of thine ? 
Biron. Did they, quoth you? Who fees the hea- 
venly Rofaline, 
That (like a rude and favage man of Inde, 

At the firft opening of the gorgeous eaft) 
Bows not his vaflal head, and, ftrucken blind, 

KifTes the bafe ground with obedient breaft? 
What peremptory eagle-fighted eye 

Dares look upon the heaven of her brow, 
That is not blinded by her Majefty? 

King. What zeal, what fury, hath infpind thee 
• now? 
My love (her miftrefs) is a gracious, moon ; 
She (an attending ftar) fcarce feen a light. 
t Biron. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Biron. 

O, but for my love, day would turn to night. 
Of all complexions the cuil'd Sovereignty. . 
Do meet, as at a Fair, in her fair cheek; 

Where 
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Where feveral worthies make one dignity ; 

Wjiere nothing wants, that want itfelfdothfeek, . 
Lend me the flourifh of all gentle tongues ; 

Fie, painted rhetoric ! O, (he needs it not: 
To things of fale a feller's praife belongs : 

She paffes praife ; the praife, too fhort, doth blot. 
A withered hermit, fivefcore winters worn, 
Might (hake off fifty, looking in her eye : 
Beauty doth varnilh Age, as if new-born, 

And gives the crutch the cradle's infancy; 
O 'tis the fun, that maketh all things Anne. 
King. By heav'n, thy love is black as ebony, . 
Biron. Is ebony like her? O wood divine ! 
A wife of fuch wood were felicity. 
O, who can give an oath ? where is a book, 

That I may fwear, Beauty doth beauty lack, 
If that me learn not of her eye to look ? 

No face is fair, that is not full fo black? 
King. O paradox, black is the badge of hell : 
The hue of dungeons, and the fcowl of night ; 
And beauty's crete becomes the heavens well. 

Biron. Devils fooneft tempt, refembling fpirits of 
light: 
O, if in black my lady's brow be deckt, 

It mourns, that Painting and ufurping Hair 
Should ravifh doters with a falfe afpe& : 

And therefore is the born to make black fair. 
Her favour turns the famion of the days, 

For native blood is counted painting now ; 
And therefore red, that would avoid difpraife, 
Paints itfelf black to imitate her brow. 
Bum. To look like her, are chimney-fweepers black. 
Long. And fince her time, are colliers counted 

bright. 
King. And Etkiops of their fweet complexion crack. 
Bum. Dark needs no candles now, for dark is 
light. 
Vol. II. P Biron. 
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I iron. Your miftreues dare never come in rain, 

For fear their colours fhould ke wafh'd away. 
King. 'Twere good,, youTS did: for, Sir, to tell 
you plain, 
I'll find a fairer face not wafti'd to day. 
Biron. I'll prove her fair, or talk "till dooms-day 

here. 
King. No devil will fright thee then fo much as flie. 
Dum. I never knew man hold vile fluff fo dear. 
Long. Look.* here's thy love; my foot and her 

face fee. 
Biron. O, if the ftreets were paved with thine eyes, 

Her feet were much too dainty for fuch tread. 
Dum. O vile ! then as fhe goes, what upward lies 

The flreet fhould fee as ihe walkt over head. 
King. But what of this, are we not all in love ? 
£iron. Nothing fo fure, and thereby all forfworn. 
King. Then leave this chat ; and, good Biron, now 
prove 
Our loving lawful, and our faith not torn. 

Dum. Ay, marry, there; fome flattery for this 

evil. 
Long. O, fome Authority how to proceed ; 
Some tricks, fome quillets, how to cheat the devil. 
Dum. Some falve for perjury. 
Biron. O, 'tis more than need. 
Have at you then, Affe&ions Men at arms ; 
Confider, what you firft did fwear unto: 
To faft, to ftudy, and to fee no woman ; 
Flat treafon 'gainft the kingly ftate of youth v 
Say, can you faft? your jftomachs are .too young: 
And abftinence in genders maladies. 
And where that you have vow'd to ftudy, .'(Lords) 
In that each of you hath forfworn his book. 
Can you ftill dream, and pore, and thereon look ? 
For when would you, my Lqid, or you, or you, 
Have found the ground of Study's excellence, 
Without the beauty of a woman's face ? 

Why, 
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Why, univerfal plodding prifons up 
The nimble fpirifcs in thje arteries ; 
As motion \and long-during Aclion tires 
The finewy Vigour of the traveller. 
Now, for not looking on a woman's face, 
You have in That forfworn the ufe of eyes ; 
And Study too, the caufer of your vow. 
For where is any author in tfre world, 

* Teaches fuch duty as a woman's eye ? 
Learning is but an adjund to ourfelf, 

And where we are, our Learning Jikewife i$. 
Then, when ourfelves we fee in ladies eyes^ 
Do we not like wife fee our Learning th^ere? 
O, we have made a vow to ftudy, lords ; 
And in that vow we have forfworn our books : 
For when would you, my liege, or you, or you, 
In leaden CQnternplation have found out 
Such fiery numbers, as the prompting eyes 
Of beauteous tutors have enrich' d you with? 
Other flow arts entirely keep th^e brain ; 
And therefore finding barren pra&ifers, 
Scarce fhew a harveft of their heavy toil. 
But love, firft learned in a lady's eyes, 
Lives not alone immured in the brain : 
But with the motion of all elements, 
Courfes as fwift as thought in every power; 
And gives to every power a double power, 
Above their functions and their offices. 
It adds a precious Seeing to the eye : . 

* A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle blind! 
A lover's ear will hear the loweft Sound, 
When t the fufpicious head of theft is ftopt. 

P 2 Love's 

* teaches fuck beauty as a woman s eye?] This Line is abfolute No li- 
fe rife. We fliould read duty, i. e. Ethics, or the Offices and Devoirs 
that belong to Man. A Woman's Eye, fays he, teaches Obfcrvance 
above all other Things. 

+ — thefuf* icious tyead of theft is Jopt.] i. e. a Lover in purfuit of 
his Miftrefs has his Senfe of hearing quicker than a Thief (who fuf 

fpeas 
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Love's Feeling is more foft and fenfible. 

Than are the tender horns of cockled f nails. 

Love's Tongue proves dainty Bacchus grofs in Tafte ; 

For valour, is not Love a Htrailts, 

Still climbing trees in the Hejperidesf 

Subtle as Sphinx ; as fweet and mufical 

As bright Apollo's lute, ftrung with his hair: 

And when Love fpeaks the voice of all the Gods, 

Mark, Heaven drowfy with the harmony! . 

Never durft Poet touch a pen to write, 

Until his ink were temper'd with love's fighs ; 

O, then his lines would ravifli favage ears, 

And plant in tyrants mild humility. 

From women's eyes this do&rine 1 derive: 
They fparkle ftill the right Promethean fire, 
They are the books, the arts, the academies, 
That ibew, contain, and nourilh all the world; 
Elfe none at all in aught proves excellent. 
Then fools you were, thefe women to forfwear : 
Or, keeping what is fworn, you will prove fools. 
For wifdom's fake (a word, that all men love) 
Or for love's fake, (a word, all women love ;) 
Or for men's fake, (the author of thefe women ;) 
Or women's fake, (by whom we men are men ;) 
Let us once lofe our oaths, to find ourfeives ; 
Or elfe we lofe ourfeives, to keep our Oaths. 
It is religion to be thus forfworn, 
For charity itfelf fulfils the law ; 
And who can fever love from charity ? 

King. Saint Cupid, thenfand, foldiers, to the field? 
Biion. Advance your flandards, and upon them, 
Lords ; 
Pell-mell, down with them ; but be firft advis'd, 
In conflid that you get the fun of them. 

peds every Sound he hears) in purfuit of his Trey. But Mr. Theobald 
fays, there is no Contrajl between a Lover and a Thief : and therefore 
alters it to thrift, between which and Love, he fays, there h a remark* 
able Antitktjh. 

Long. 
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Long. Now to plain-dealing, lay thefe glozes by; 
Shall we lefolve to woo thefe girls of France? 

• King. And win them too ; therefore let us devife 
Some entertainment for them in their Tents. 

Biron. Firft, from the Park let us conduct them thi- 
ther ; 
Then homeward every man attach the hand 
Of his fairmiftrefs; in the afternoon 
We will with fome ftrange paftime folace them, 
Such as the fliortnefs of the time can fhape: 
For revels, dances, maiks, and merry hours, 
Forerun fair love, ftrewing.her way with flowers. 

King. Away, away ! no time fhall be omitted, 
That will be time, and may by us be fitted. 

Biron. Allans ! Allons! fown Cockle reap'd no corn; 

And ju (lice always, whirls in equal jneafure ; 
Light wenches may prove plagues to men forfworn; 

If fo, our copper buys no better treafure. [Exeunt. 



ACT V. SCENE I. 

The S T R E E T. 

Enler Holofernes, Nathaniel and Dull. 

Holofernes. 

&ATIS, quodfufficit. 

^ Naih. I praife God for you, Sir, yourreafons at 
dinner have been fharp and fententious; pleafant 
without fcurrility, witty without affectation, auda- 
cious without impudency, learned without opinion, 
and ftrange without herefy: I didconverfe this quon- 
dam-day with a companion of the King's, who is 
entituled, nominated, or called, Don Adriano de Ar T 
mado. 

Hoi. Novi kominem, tanquam U. His humour is 

P 3 lofty, 
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lofty, his difcourfe peremptory, his tongue filed, his- 
eye ambitious, his gaitV majeftical, and his general 
behaviour vain, ridiculous, and thrafonieal. He is 
too piqued, too fpruce, too affefted, too odd, as it 
"were; too peregrinate, as I may call it. 

Nath. A moft lingular and choice epithet. 

[draws out his table-book. 

Hoi. He draweth out the thread of his verbofity 
finer than the ftaple of his argument. I abhor fuch 
phanatical phantafms/fuch infociable and point-devife 
companions ; fuch rackers of orthography, as do 
fpeak dout fine, when he (hould fay doubt ; det, 
when he mould pronounce debt,; d, e, b, t; not 
d, e, t: he clcpeth a calf, cauf: halfj hauf; .neigh- 
bour vocatur nebotir; neigh abbreviated ne: this is 
abominable, which we would tall a-bhominable : it 
* ihfinuateih me of" Infanity : JYe intelligis^ Dotnine, to 
make frantic, lunatic? 

Nath. Laus deo, bone, intelligo. 

Hoi. Bone? — -^bone, for bene; Prifcian a littlt 
fcratch'd ; 'twill ferve. 

SCENE II. • 

Enter Armado, Moth and Coftard. 

Nath. XT I DES NE quis venitf 
* Hoi. Video, i? gaudeo. 

Arm. Chirr a. 

HoL Quare Chirra, not Sirrah ? 

Arm. Men of Peace, well encountred. 

HoL Moft military Sir, falutation. 

Mothi They have been at a great feaft of languages, 
and ftole the fcraps. 

Coft. O, they have liv'd long on the Alms-baflcet 
of words. I marvel, thy matter hath not eaten thee 

*UJnfinuateth me o/" infamy :] There is no need to make the Peda° 
\vorfe than Shake/pear made him; who, without doubt, wrote Infanity > 

for 
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for a word ; for thou art not fo long by the head as 
honorificabilitudinitatibus : thou art eafier iwallow'd than 
a flap-dragon. 

Moth. Peace, the peal begins. 

Arm. MonGeur, are you not leiter'd? 

Moth. Yes, yes, he teaches boys the horn-book : 
What is A B fpelt backward with a horn on his head? 

HoL Ba, pueritia, with a horn added. 

Moth. Ba, moft filly fheep, with a horn. You hear 
his learning. 

Hal. Quis, quiS) thou confonant ? 

Moth. The third of the five vowels* if you repeat 
them; or the fifth, if I. 

Hoi. I will repeat them, a, e, I.— — 

Moth. The fheep; the other two concludes it, ^q, u. 

Arm. Now by the fait wave of the Meditcrramum^ 
a fweet touch, a quick venew of wit ; fnip, fnap, quick 
and home; it rcjoic6th my inteileft; true wit. 

Mothi Offer' d by a child to an old man : which is 
wit-old* 

Hoi. What is the figure? what is the figure ? 

Moth. Horns* 

HoL Thou difputeft like an infant; go, whip thy 

Moth. Lend me your horn to make one, and I will 
whip about your infamy circum circa; a gigg of 2 
cuckold's horn. 

Coft. An' I had but one penny in the world, thou 
fhouldft have it to buy ginger-bre^d ; hold, there is 
the very renumeration I had of thy mafter, thou half- 
penny purfe of wit, thou pigeon-egg of difcretion. 
O, that the heav'ns were fo pleafed, that thou wert 
but my baftard ! what a joyful father wouldft thou 
make me? go to, thou haft it ad dunghill; at the fin- 
gers' ends, as they fay. 

Hoi. Oh, I fmell falfc latin, dunghill for unguem.. 

* 0, u] A poor Conundrum, as Mr. Theobald truly calls it, rcftored, 
by him, to its Place,— Vulg. out. 

P 4 Arm. 
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Arm. Arts-man, praambula; we will be fingled from 
the barbarous. Do you not educate youth at the 
charge-houfe on the top of the mountain ? 

Hoi. Or, Mons the hill. 

Arm. At your fweet pleafure, for the mountain. 

Hoi. I do, fans queflion. 9 

Arm. Sir, it is the King's mod fweet pleafure and 
affecliori, to congratulate the Princefs at her Pavi- 
lion, in the pqfieriors of this day, which the rude 
multitude call the afternoon. 

Hoi. The pojlerior of the day, moft generous Sir, is 
liable, congruent, and rncafurable for the afternoon: 
the word is well cull'd, choice, fweet, and apt, I do 
allure you, Sir, I do allure. 

Arm. Sir, the King is a noble gentleman, and my 
familiar; I do affure you, my very good friend; for 

what is inward between us, let it pafs 1 do be- 

feech thee, remember thy curtefy 1 befeech thee, 

apparel thy head, and among other importu- 
nate and moft ferious defigns, and of great import 

indeed too — but let that pafs : for I muft tell 

thee, it will pleafe his Grace (by the world) fometime 
to lean upon my poor flioulder, and with his royal 
finger thus dally with my excrement, with my mu- 
flachio; but fweet heart, let that pafs. By the world, 
I recount no fable; fome certain fpecial honours it 
pleafeth his Greatnefs to impart to Armado, a foldier, 
a man of travel, that hath fecn the world; but let 

that pafs the very all of all is but fweet heart, 

I do implore fecrecy —that the King would have 

me prefent the Princefs (fweet chuck) with fome de- 
lightful orientation, or mow, or pageant, or antic, or 
fire-work. Now, underftanding that the Curate and 
your fweet felf are good at fuch eruptions, and fudden 
breaking out of mirth, (as it were) I have acquainted 
you withal, to the end to crave your afliftance. 

Hoi. Sir, you Ihall prefent before her the nine 
Worthies. Sir, as concerning fome entertainment 

of 
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of time, fome fliow in the pqfterior of this day, to be 
rendred by our affiftants at the King's command, and 
this mo ft gallant, illuftrate and learned gentleman, 
before the Princefs : I fay, none fo fit as to prefent 
the nine Worthies. 

t Nath. Where will you find men worthy enough to 
prefent them ? 

Hoi. Jojhua, yourfelf; this gallant man, Judas 
Maccabeus; this fwain (becaufe of his great limb or 
joint) (hall pafs Pompey the great ; and the page, Her- 
cules, 

Arm. Pardon, Sir, error :, he is not quantity enough 
for that Worthy's thumb ; he is not fo big as the 
end of his club. 

HoL Shall I have audience ? he fliall prefent Her- 
cules in minority : his Enter and Exit {hall be ftrang- 
ling a fnake ; and I will have an apology for that 
purpofe. 

Moth. An excellent device : for if any of the au- 
dience hifs, you may cry ; well done, Hercules, now 
thou crufheft the fnake ; that is the way to make an 
offence gracious, tho 1 few have the grace to do it. 

Arm. For the reft of the Worthies, 

Hoi. I will play three rnyfelf. 

Moth. Thrice-worthy gentleman! 

Arm. Shall I tell you a thing ? 

Hoi. We attend. 

Arm. We will have, if this fadge not, an Antic. 
I befeech you, follow. 

HoL Via i good-man Dull, thou haft fpoken no 
word all this while. 

Dull. Nor underftood none neither, Sir. 

Hoi. Allons ; we will employ thee. 

Dull. Til make one in a dance, or fo : or I will 
play on the taber to the Worthies, and let them dance 
the hay. 

Hoi. Moft dull, honeft, Dull, to our Sport away. 

[Exeunt. 
P 5 . ' SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

1 
Before the PRINCESS'* Pavilion. 

Enter Princefs, and Ladies. 

m 

Prin. CWEET hearts, we fliall be rich ere we dc- 

i3 part, 
IF Fairings come thus plentifully in. 
A lady wall'd about with diamonds! — 
Look you, what I have from the loving King; 

Rof Madam, came nothing elfe along with That? 

Prin. Nothing but this ? yes, as much lovein rhime, 
As would be cram'd up in a meet of paper, 
Writ on both fides the leaf, margent and all ; 
That he was fain to feal on Cupi<frs name. 

Rof. That was the way to make his God-head wax, 
For he hath been five thoufand years a boy. 

Cath. Ay; and a fhrewd unhappy gallows too. 

Rof You'll ne'er be friends with him; he kill'd 
your fitter. 

Cath. He made her melancholy, fad and heavy, 
And fo me died ; had flie been light, like you, 
Of fuch a merry, nimble, ftirring fpirit, 
She might have been a grandam ere fhe dy'd. 
And fo may you ; for a light heart lives long. 

Rof What's your dark meaning, moufe, of this 
light word? 

Cath. A light candition, in a beauty dark. 

Rof We need more light to find your meaning out. 

Cath. You'll marr the light, by taking it in fnuff: 
Therefore I'll darkly end the argument. 

Rof. Look, what you do ; and do it ftill i'th' dark. 

Cath. So do not you, for you are a light wench. 

Rof Indeed, I weigh not you ; and therefore light. 

Cath. You weigh me not ; O, that's, you care not 
for me. 

Rof 
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Rof. Great reafon; for paft Cure is ftill paft Care. 

Prin. Well bandied both; a fet of wit well play'd. 
But, Rofaline, you have a Favour too: 
Who fent it? and what is it? 

Rof. I would, you knew. 
And if my face were but as fair as yours, 
My favour were as great ; be witnefs this. 
Nay, I have Verfes too, I thank Biron. 
The numbers true, and were the numbring too, 
I were the faireft Goddefs on the ground. 
I am compar'd to twenty thoufand fairs. 
O, he hath drawn my pi&ure in his letter. 

Prin. Any thing like ? 
* Rof. Much in the letters, nothing in the praife. 

Prin. Beauteous as ink; a good conclufion. 

Calk., Fair as a text B in a copy-book. 

Rof. Ware pencils. How? let me not die your 
debtor, 
My red dominical, my golden letter. 
O, that your face were not fo full of Oes ! 

Catk. Pox of that jeft, and I beflirew all fhrews : 

Prin. But what was fent to you from fair Dumain? 

Cath. Madam, this glove. 

Prin. Did he not fend you twain ? 

Cath. Yes, Madam ; and moreover, 
Some thoufand verfes of a faithful lover. 
A huge tran flat ion of hypocrify, 
Vilely compil'd, profound fimplicity. 

Mar. This, and thefe pearls, to me fent LongavUU; 
The letter 4s too long by half a mile. 

Prin. I think no lefs; doft thou not wilh in heart, 
The chain were longer, and the letter Siort ? 

Mar. Ay, or I would thefe hands might never part. 

Prin. We ere wife girls, to mock our lovers for't. 

Rof They are worfc fools to purchafe mocking fo. 
That fame Biron I'll torture, ere I go. 
O, that I knew he were but in by th 1 week ! 
How I would make him fawn, and beg, and feek, 

P 6 And 
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And wait the feafon, and obferve the times, 
And fpend his prodigal wits in bootlefs rhimes, 
And (nape his fervice all to my behefts, 
And make him proud to make me proud with jefts : 
So portent-like would I o'er-fway his flate, 
That he Ihould be my fool, and I his fate. 

Prin. None are fo furely caught, when they arc 
cacch'd, 
As wit turn'd fool ; folly, in wifdom hatch'd, 
Hath wifdom's warrant, and the help of fchool ; 
And wit's own grace to grace a learned fool. 

Rof. The blood of youth burns not in fuch excefs, 
As gravity's revolt to wantonnefs. 

Mar. Folly in fools bears not fo ftrong a note, 
As fool'ry in the wife, when wit doth dote : 
Since all the power thereof it doth apply, 
To prove, by wit, worth in fimplicity. 

S C E N E IV. 

i($ Boyet. 

rVm. TTERE comefy Boyet, and mirth is in his face. 
jLJL Boyet. 0<> I am ftab'd with laughter; 
where's her Grace ? 

Frin. Thy news, Boyet? 

Boyet. Prepare, Madam, prepare. 
Arm, wenches, arm ; Encounters mounted are 
Againft your peace ; love doth approach difguis'd, 
Armed in arguments ; you'll be furpriz'd. 
Mufter your wits, fiand in your own defence, 
Or hide your heads like cowards, and fly hence. 

Prm. Saint Dennis, to faint Cupid ! what are they, 
That charge their breath againft us ? fay, fcout, fay. 

Boyet. Under the cool fbade of a fycamore, 
I thought to clofe mine eyes fome half an hour; 
When, lo ! to interrupt my purpos'd Reft, 
Toward that fhade, I might behold, addreft 
The King and his companions ; warily 

I ftole 
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I ftole into a neighbour thicket by; 
And over-heard, what you {hall over-hear: 
That, by and by, difguis'd they will be here. 
Their Herald is a pretty knavifb Page, 
That well by heart hath conn'd his embaffage. 
Afiion and accent did they teach him there ; 
Thus mull thou fpeak, and thus thy body bear; 
And ever and anon they made a doubt, 
Prefence majeftical would put him out : 
For, quoth the King, an Angel flialt thou fee ; 
Yet fear not thou, but fpeak audacioufly. 
The boy reply'd, an Angel is not evil ; 

I mould have fear'd her, had flie been a Devil. 

With that all laugh' d, and clap'd him on the moulder. 
Making the bold wag by their praifes bolder. 
One rubb'd his elbow thus, and fleer' d, and fwore, 
A better fpeech was never fpoke before. 
Another with his finger and his thumb, 
Cry'd, vial we will do't, come what will come. 
The third he caper'd and cry'd, all goes well : 
The fourth turn'd on the toe, and down he fell. 
With that they all did tumble on the ground, 
With fuch a zealous laughter, fo profound, 
That in this fpleen ridiculous appears, 
To check their folly, pafGon's folemn tears. 

Prin. But what, but what, come they to vifit us ? 

Boyet. They do, they do ; and are apparell'd thus, 
Like Mufcwites, or Ruffians, as I guefs. * . 

Their purpofe is to parley, court and dance ; 
And every one his love-feat will advance 
Unto his fev'ral miftrefs ; which they'll know, 
By Favours fev'ral, which they did beftow. 

Prin. And will they fo ? the gallants {hall be talkt; 
For, ladies, we will every one be mafkt: 
And not a man of them {hall have the grace, 
Defpight of fuit, to fee a lady's face. 
Hold, Rofaline; this Favour thou (hall wear, 
And then the King will court thee for his Dear: 

Hold, " 
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Hold, take you this, my fweet, and give me thine; 
So fhall Biron take me for Rqfaline, 
And change your Favours too; fo fhall your Loves 
Woo contrary, deceiv'd by thefe removes. 

Rqf. Come on then, wear the Favours molt in fight. 

Cath. But in this changing, what is your intent? 

Prin. Th' effed of my intent is to crofs theirs ; 
They do it but in mocking merriment, 
And mock for mock is only my intent. 
Their feveral councils they unbofom mail 
To loves miftook, and fd be mockt withal, 
Upon the next occafion that we meet, 
"With vifages difplay'd, to talk and greet, 

Rof. But fliali we dance, if they defire us to't ? 

Prin. No ; to the death, we will not move a foot ; 
Nor to their pen'd fpeech render we no grace : 
But while'tis fpoke, each turn away her face. 

Boyet. Why, that contempt will kill the Speaker s 
heart, 
And quite divorce his memory from his Part. 

Prin. Therefore I do it ; and 1 make no doubt, 
The reft will ne'er come in, if he be out. 
There's no fuch Sport, as Sport by Sport o'erthrown, 
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own; 
So (hall we flay, mocking intended game; 
And they, well mockt , depart away with fhame. [Sound. 

Boyet. The trumpet founds ; be maflct, the malkers 
come. 

SCENE V. 

Enter the King, Biron, Longaville, Dumain, and 
Attendants, difguis'd like Mufcovites ; Moth with Mufic^ 
as for a mafquerade* 

Moth. ALL hail, the richeji beauties on the earth ! 

■" Boyet. Beauties, no richer than rich taffata. 
Moth. A holy parcel ofthefairejl dames, 
That ever turnd their backs to mortal views. 

[The ladies turn their backs to him. 

Biron. 
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Biron. Their eyes, villain, their eyes. 

Moth, That ever turned their eyes to mortal views. 
Out 

Biron. True ; out, indeed. 

Moth. Out of your favours, heavenly Spirits, vouchfafe 
Not to behold. 

Biron. Once to behold, rogue. 

Moth. Once to behold with your fun-beamed eyes — With 
your fun-beamed eyes 

Boyet. They will not anfwer to that epithet ; 
You were beft call it daughter-beamed eyes. 

Moth. They do not mark me, and that brings me 
out. 

Biron. Is this your perfectnefs ? be gone, you rogue. 

Rqf. What would thefe ftrangers ? know their 
minds, Boyet. 
If they do fpeak our language, 'tis our Will 
That fome plain man recount their purpofes. 
Know, what they would. 

Boyet. What would you with the Princefs ? 

Biron. Nothing, but peace and gentle visitation. 

Rqf. What would they, fay they ? 

Boyet. Nothing, but peace and gentle vifitation. 

Rof. Why, That they have; and bid them fobe gone. 

Boyet. She fays, you have i t ; and you may be gone. 

King. Say to her, we have meafur'd many miles, 
To tread a meafure with her on the grafs. 

Boyet. They fay, that they have meafur'd many a 
mile, 
To tread a meafure with you on this grafs. 

Rof. It is not fo. Afk them, how many inches 
Is in one mile : if they have meafur'd many, 
The meafure then of one is eafily told. 

Boyet. If to come hither you have meafur'd miles, 
And many miles ; the Princefs bids you tell, 
How many inches doth fill up one mile? 

Biron. Tell her, we meafure them by weary Heps.. 

Boyet. She hears herfelf. 

Rof. 
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Rof How many weary fteps- 
Of many weary miles, you have o'ergone, 
Are number'd in the travel of one mile ? 

Biron. We number nothing that we fpend for you ; 
Our duty is fo rich, fo infinite, 
That we may do it ftill without accompt. 
Vouch fafe to fhew the fun-fliine of your face, 
That we (like favages) may worfliip it. 

Rof. My face is but a moon, and clouded too. 

King. Bleffed are clouds, to do as fuch clouds do. 
Vouchfafe, bright moon, and thefe thy ftars, to thine 
(Thofe clouds removM) upon our watery eyne. 

Rof O vain petitioner, beg a greater matter ; 
Thou now requeft'ft but moon-lhine in the water. 

King. Then in our meafure vouchfafe but *one 
change ; 
Thou bid'ft me beg, this begging is not flrange. 

Rof. Play, mufic, then ; nay, you mult do k foon. 
Not yet ? no dance ? thus change I, like the moon. 

King. Will you not dance? how come you thus 
eftrang'd ? 

Rof You took the moon at full, bux now {he's 
changed. 

King. Yet ftill (he is the moon, and I the man. 
The mufic plays, vouchfafe fome motion to it. 

Rof Our ears vouchfafe it. 

King. But your legs (hould do it. 
Rof. Sinceyouareftrangers,andcome here by chance,. 
We'll not be nice ; take hands ; — we will not dance. 

King. Why take you hands then ! , 

Rof. Only to part friends ; 
CurtTy fweet hearts, and fo the meafure ends. 

King. More meafure of this meafure ; be not nice% 

Rof We can afford no more at fuch a price. 

King. Prize yourfelves then ; what buys your com- 
pany ? 

Rof. Your abfence only. 

King. That can never be. 
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Rqf. Then cannot we be bought; and fo adieu ; 
Twice to yourvifor, and half once to you. 

Kong. If you deny to dance, let's hold more chat. 

Rqf. In private then. 

King. I am beft pleas ? d with That. 

Biron. White-handed miftrefs, one fweet word with 
thee. 

Prin. Honey, and milk, and fugar, there is three. 

Biron. Nay then, two treys ; and if you grow fo 
nice, • 

Methegline, wort, and malmfey; well run, dice : 

There's half a dozen fweets. 

Prin. Seventh fwtet, adieu; 
Since you can cog, I'll play no more with you. 

Biron. One word in fee ret. 

Prin. Let it not be fweet. 

Biron. Thou griev'ft my gall. 

Prin. Gall? bitter 

Biron. Therefore meet. 

Vttm. Will you vouchfafe with me to change a 
word ? 

Mar. Name it. 

Dum. Fair lady, 

Mar. Say you fo ? fair lord i 
Take that for your fair lady. 

Dum. Pleafe it you ; 
As much in private ; and Til bid adieu. 

Cath. What, was yourvifor made without a tongue? 

Long. I know the reafon, lady, why you alk. 

Cath. O, for your reafon ! quickly, Sir; I long. 

Long. You have a double tongue within your maCk , 
And would afford my fpeechlefs vifor half. 

Cath. Veal, quoth the Dutch man; is not veal calf? 

Long. A calf, fair lady ? 

Cath. No, a fair lord calf. 

Long. Let's part the word. 

Cath. No, I'll not be your half ; 
Take all, and wean it ; it may prove an ox. 

Long. 
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Long. Look, how you butt yourfelf in thefe fliarp 
mocks ! 
Will you give horns, ehafte lady? do not fo. 

Cath. Then die a calf, before your horns do grow. 
Long. One word in private with you, ere I die. 
Cath. Bleat foftly then, the butchet hears you cry. 
Boyet. The tongues of mocking wenches are as keen 

As is the razor's edge, invincible, 
Cutting a fmaller hair than may be fecn: 
Above the fenfe of fenfe, fo fenfible 
Seemeth their conference, their conceits have wings; 
Fleeter than arrows, bullets, wind, thought, fwifter 
things. ' 

Rof. Not one word more, my maids ; break off, 

break off. 
Biron. By heaven, all dry-beaten with pure feoff. — 
King. Farewel, mad wenches* you have fimple wits. 

[Extunt King and Lords. 

SCENE VI. 

Prin. TnWENTY adieus, my frozen Mufeovitcs* 

X Are thefe the Breed of wits fo wondred at? 
Boyet. Tapers they are with your fweet breaths puft 

out. 
Rof. Well-liking wits they have ; grofs, grofs ; 

fat, fat. 
Prin. O poverty in wit, kingly poor flout ! 
Will they not (think you) hang themfelves tonight? 

Or ever, but in vizors, fliew their faces? 
This pert Biron was out of count'nance quite. 
Rof. O ! they were all in lamentable cafes. 
The King was weeping-ripe for a good word. 
Prin. Biron did fwear himfelf out of allfuit. 
Mar. Dumain was at my feivice, and his fword: 
No, point, quoth I; my fervant flraight was mute. 
Cath. Lord Longaville faid, I came o'er his heart; 
And, trow you, what he call'd me ? • 

Prin. 
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Prin. Qualm, perhaps. 

Cath. Yes, in good faith. 

Prin. Go, ficknefs as thou art ! 

Rof. Well, better wits have worn plain ftatute-caps. 
But will you hear ? the King is my love fworn. 

Prin. And quick Biron hath plighted faith to me. 

Cath. And Longaville was for my fervice born. 

Mar. Dumain is mine, as fure as bark on tree. 

Boyet. Madam, and pretty miftreffes, give ear : 
Immediately they will again be here 
In their own (hapes ; for it can never be. 
They will digeft this harm indignity. 

Prin. Will they return ? 

Boyet. They will, they will, God knows ; 
And leap for joy, though they are lame with blows : 
Therefore, change Favours ; and, when they repair, 
Blow, like fweet rofes, in this furhrner air. 

Prin. How, blow? how, blow? fpeak to be un- 
derftood* 

Boyet. Fair ladies, mauct, are rofes in the bud ; 
Or angels veil'd in clouds : are rofes blown, 
Difmafkt, their damaflc fweet Gommifcture fliewri. 

Prin. Avaunt, perplexity ! what fhaUwe do, 
If they return in their own fhapes to woo ? 

Rof. Good Madam, if by me you'll be advis'd, 
Let's mock them ftill, as well known, as difguis'd; 
Let us complain to them what fools, were here, 
Difguis'd, like Muscovites, in fhapelefs gear ; 
And wonder what they were, and to what end 
Their fhallow Shows, and Prologue vilely pen'd, 
And their rough carriage fo ridiculous, 
Should be prefented at our Tent to us. 

Boyet. Ladies, withdraw, the Gallants are at hand. 

Prin. Whip to our Tents, as roes run o'er the land. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 

Before the Princefs's Pavilion, 

Enter the King, Biron, Longaville, and Dumain in 
their own habits ; Boyet, meeting them. 

King. IT 1 AIR Sir, God fave you! Where's the 
Jl Princefs ? 

Boyet. Gone to her Tent. 
Pleafe it your Majefty, command me any fervice to 
her ? [word. 

King. That fhe vouchfafe me audience for one 
Boyet. I will ; and fo will (he, I know, my lord. 

[Exit 
Biron. This fellow picks up wit, as pigeons peas ; 
And utters it again, when Jove doth pleafe: 
He is wit's pedlar, and retails his wares 
At wakes and waflals, meetings, markets, fairs : • 
And we that fell by grofs, the Lord doth know, 
Have not the grace to grace it with fuch mow. 
This Gallant pins the wenches on his fleeve; 
Had he been Adam, he had tempted Eve. 
He can carve too, and lifp : why, this is he, 
That kift away his hand in courtefy ; 
This is the ape of form, Monfieur the nice, 
That, when he plays at tables, chides the dice 
In honourable terms : nay, he can fing 
A mean mo ft mainly ; and, in ulhering, 
Mend him who can ; the ladies call him fweet ; 
The flairs, as he treads on them, kifs his feet. 
This is the flower, that fmiles on every one, 

To (hew his teeth, as white as whale his bone. 

And confeiences, that will not die in debt, 
Pay him the due of honey-tongued Boyet. 

King, A blifter on his fweet tongue with my heart, 
That put Armado's Page out of his Part ! 

' SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. 

Enter the Princefs, Rofaline, Maria, Catharine, Boyet, 

and Attendants. 

Biron. QEE, where it comes ; * behaviour, what 

wert thou, 

*Till this man fhew'd thee? and what art thou now? 
King, All hail, fweet Madam, and fair time of 
day ! 
Prin. Fair in all hail is foul, as I conceive. 
King. Conftrue my fpeeches better, if you may. 
Prin. Then <wi(h me better, I will give you leave. 
King. We come to vilit you, and purpofe now 
To lead you to our Court; vouchfafe it then. 
Prin. This field (hall hold me, and fo hold your 
vow: 
Nor God, nor I, delight in perjur'd men. 
King. Rebuke me not for That, which you pro- 
voke; 
The virtue of your eye mud break my oath. 
Prin. You nick-name virtue; vice you mould have 
fpoke : 
For virtue's office never breaks men's troth. 
Now, by my maiden honour, yet as pure 

As the unfully'd lilly, I proteft, 
A world of torments though I fhould endure, 

1 would not yield to be your houfe's gueft : 
So much I hate a breaking caufe to be 

Of heav'nly oaths, vow'd with integrity. 

& , . . behaviour, what wert thou, 
"fill this manjhewed thee? and what art thou now?] Thcfc arc two 
wonderfully fine Lines, intimating that what Courts call Manners^ 
and value 1 themfclvcs fo much upon Teaching, as a Thing no where 
cUe to be learnt, is a modeft ulent Accomplifhmeut under the Di- 
rection of Nature and Common Senfe, which does its Office in pro- 
moting focial Life without being taken Notice of. But that when it 
degenerates into Shew and Parade it becomes an unmanly contemp- 
tible Quality. 

King. 
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King. O, you have liv'd in defolation here, 

Unfeen, unvifited, much to our fliame. 
. Prin. Not fo, my lord ; it is not fo, I fwear ; 
We have had paftimes here, and pleafant game. 
A mefs of Ritffians left us but of late. 

King. How, Madam? Ruffians* 

Prin. Ay, in truth, my lord ; 
Trim gallants, full of court (hip, and of flate. 

Rqf f Madam, fpeak true. It is not fo, my lord 2 
My lady (to the manner of the days) 
In courtefy gives undeferving praife. 
We four, indeed, confronted were with four 
In Ruffian habit : here they ftaid an hour, 
And talk'd apace; and in that hour, my lard, 
They did not blefs us with one happy wqrd. 
I dare not call them fools ; but this I think, 
When they are thirfty, fools would fain have drink. 

Biron. This jeft is dry to me. Fair, gentle, fweet, 
Your wit makes wile things fooJifti ; when we greex 
With eyes beft feeing heaven's fiery eye, 
By light we lofe light ; your capacity 
Is of that nature, as to your huge ftore 
Wife things feem foolilh, and rich things but poor. 

Rqf. This proves you wife and rich; for in my 
eye 

Biron. I am a fool, and full of poverty. 

Rqf. But that you take what doth to you belong, 
It were a fault to fnatch words from my tongue.' 

Biron. O, I am yours, and all that I poflefs. 

Rof. All the fool mine ? 

Biron. I cannot give you lefs. 

.Rqf* Which of the vifors was it, that you wore? 

Biryn. Where ? when ? what vifor ? why demand 
you this ? 

Rqf. There, then, that vifor, that fuperfluQusCafe, 
That hid the worfe, and fhew'd the better face. 

King. Wearedefcried; they'll mock us now down- 
right. 

Dum. 
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Vurn. Let us confefs, and turn it to a jeft. 

Frin. Amaz'd, my iord? why looks your Highnefs 

fad? 
Itef. Help, hold his brows, he'll fwoon : why look 
you pale ? 
Sea-fick, I think, coming from Mufcovy. 

Sir on. Thus pour the ftars down plagues for Per- 
jury. 
Caa any face of brafs hold longer out? 
Here (land I, lady, dart thy fkill at me ; 

Bruife me with fcbrn, confound me with a flout, 
Thruft thy {harp wit quite through my ignorance; 

Cm me to pieces with thy keen conceit, 
And I will wifli thee never more to dance, 
Nor never more in Riffian habit wait. 
O ! never will I truft to fpeeches pen'd, 

Nor to the motion of a fchool-boy'? tongue; 
Nor never come in vifor to my friend, 

Nor woo in rhime, like a blind harper's fong, 
Taffata-phrafes, filken terms precife, 

Three pil'd hyperboles, fpruce affe&ation, 
Figures pedant ical, thefe fummer-flies, 

Have blown me full of maggot oftentation : 
I do for f wear them ; and I here proteft, 

By this white glove, (how white the hand, God 
knows.') 
Henceforth my wooing mind Ihall be.expreft 

In ruffet yeas, and honeft kerfy noes: 
And to begin, wench (fo God help me, law ! ) 
My loye to thee is found, fans crack or flaw. 
Rof. Sans, fans, I pray you. 
Biron. Yet I have a trick 
Of the old rage : bear with me, I am fick. 
I'll leave it by degrees : foft, let us fee ; 
Write, Lord have mercy on us, on thofe three ; 
They are infe&ed. in their hearts it lies ; 
They have the plague, and caught it of your eyes: 
Thefe lords are .viiited, you are not free ; 

For 



\ 
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For thelord's tokens on you both I fee. 

Prin. No, they are free, that gave thefe token* 



J 
• 



you. 



t° us - . r 1 J - 

Biron Our ftates are forfeit, feek not to undo us. 

Rof. It is not fo ; for how can this be true, 
•Hut you ftand forfeit, being thofe that fue? 
- Bhon. Peace, for I will not have to do with , 
• Rof. Nor fliall not, if I do as I intend. 

Biron. Speak for yourfelves, my wit is at an end. 

King. Teach us, fweet Madam, for our rude tranf- 
greffion 
Some fair excufe. _ 

frin. The faireft is confeffion. 
Were you not here, but even now, difguis d i 

King. Madam, I was. , . , . , 

Prin. And were you well advis d.' 

King . I was, fair Madam. 

Prin. When you then were here, • 

What did you whifper in your lady sear? 

Si? That more than all the world I did refpea 

Prin. When toe fhall challenge this, you will re- 
ject her. 
King. Upon mine honour, no. 
Prin. Peace, peace, forbear : 
Your oath once broke, you force not to forfwear. 

Prin. I will, and therefore keep it. Rofrline, 
What did the Ruffian whifper in youi ■ ear / 

jK Madam, he fwore, that he did hold me dear 
As precious eye-fight; and did value me 
Above this world; adding thereto, moreover, 
That he would wed me, or elfe die my lover 
T Sn God give thee joy of him! the noble lord 
Mod honourably doth uphold his word. 

King What mean you, Madam ? by my life, my 

troth, , , .u 

I never fwore this lady fuch an oath. 
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Rof. By heav'n, you did ; and to confirm it plain, 
You gave me this : but take it, Sir, again. 

King. My faith, and this, to th 1 Princefs I did give; 
I knew her by this jewel on her fleeve. 

Prin. Pardon me, Sir, this jewel *lid me wear; 
And lord Biron, I thank him, is my Dear. 
What ? will you have me ; or your pearl again ? 

Biron. Neither of either : I remit both twain. 
I fee the trick on't ; : here was a confent, 
(Knowing aforehand of our merriment) 
To dafli it, like a Chriftmas comedy. 
Some carry- tale, fome pleafe-man, fome flight zany,, 
Some mumble-news, fome trencher knight, fome 

Dick, *' 

That * fmiles his cheek in years, and knows the trick 
To make my lady laugh, when (he's difpos'd, 
Told our intents before ; which once difclos'd, 
The ladies did change Favours, and then we, 
Following the figns, woo'd but the fign of fhe : 
Now to our perjury to add more terror,* 
We are again forfworn ; in will, and error. 
Muchupon this it is. — And might not You [To Boyet. 
Foreftai our fport, to make us thus untrue? 
Do not you know my lady's foot by th' fquier, 

And, laugh upon the apple of her eye, 
And (land between her back, Sir, and the fire, 
, . Holding a trencher, jelling merrily ? 
You put our Page out : go, you are allowed ; 
Die when you will, a fmock mall be your fhrowd. 
You leer upon me, do you ? there's an eye, 
Wounds like a leaden fword. 

Boyet. Full merrily 
Hath this brave Manage, this Career, been run. 

Biron. Lo, he is tilting ftrait. Peace, I have done. 

*- — /miles his fheek, in years, ] Mr. Theobald fays, he cannot. 

Jot his Heart \ comprehend the Senfe of this Phraje, It was not his Heart 
bul his Head that flood in his Way. In Years, fignifics, into Wrin- 
kles. So in the Merchant 0/ Venice, 

With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come. 

Vol. II. Q Enter 
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Enter Coftard. 
Welcome, pure wit, thou parteft a fair fray. 

Cojl. O lord, Sir, they would know 
Whether the three Worthies (hall come in, or no. 

Biron. What, are there but three ? 

Cojl. No, Sir, but it is vara fine ; 
For every one purfents three. 

Biron. And tnree times three is nine ? 

Cojt. Not fo, Sir, under corre&ion, Sir ; I hope, 
it is not fo. 

You cannot beg us, Sir; I can aflure you, Sir, we 
know what we know : I hope, three times thrice, 
Sir— 

Biron. Is not nine. 

Cojl. Under corre&ion, Sir, we know where until 
it doth amount. 

Biron. By Jot/*, I always took three threes for nine. 

Cojl. O lord, Sir, it were pity you fliould get your 
living by reckoning, Sir. 

Biron. How much is it ? 

Cqft. O lord, Sir, the parties themfelves, the ac- 
tors, Sir, will fliew whereuntil it doth amount; for 
my own part, I am, as they fay, but to perfeft one 
man in one poor man, Pompion the Great, Sir. 

Biron. Art thou one of the worthies I 

Cojl. It pleafed them to think me worthy of Pom- 
pion the Great: for mine own part, I know not the 
degree of the Worthy; but I am to (land for him. 

Biron. Go bid them prepare. 

CoJi~ We will turn it finely off, Sir, we will take 
fome care. 

King. Biron^ they will fhame us; let them not ap- 
proach. [Exit Con. 

Biron. We are fhame-proof, my lord ; and, 'tis 
fome policy 
To have one Show worfe than the King's and his 
Company. 

King. 



\ 
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King. I fay, they fhall not come. 

Prin. Nay, my good lord, let me o'er-rule you now ; 
That fport bed pleafes, that doth leaft know how. 
Where zeal drives to content, and the contents 
Dies in the zeal of that which it prefents ; 
Their form, confounded, makes mod form in mirth ; 
When great things, labouring, perifh in their birth, 

Biron. A right defcription of our fport, my lord. 

1 

SCENE IX. 

Enter Armado. 

Arm. ANOINTED, I implore fo much expence 
-iV of thy royal fweet breath, as will utter a 
brace of words. 

Prin. Doth this man ferve God ? 

Biron. Why alk you ? 

Prin. He fpeaks not like a man of God's making. 

Arm. That's all one, my fair, fweet, honey mo- 
narch ; for, I proteft, the fchoplmafter is exceeding 
fantaltical ; too, too vain ; too, too vain : but we 
will put it, as they fay, to fortuna de laguerra. I wilh 
you the peace of mind, moft royal coupplement. 

King. Here is like to be a good pretence of Wor- 
thies: he prefents He&or of Troy; the (wain, Pompey 
the Great ; the parifh-curate, Alexander ; Armado % 
page, Hercules ; the pedant, Judas Machabeus. 
And if thefe four Worthies in their firft Show thrive, 
Thefe four will change habits, and prefent the other 
five. 

Biron. There are five in the firft Show. 

King. You are deceived, 'tis not fo. 

Biron. The pedant, the braggart, the hedge-prieft, 
the fool, and the boy. 
A bare throw at Novum^ and the whole world again 
Cannot prick out five fuch, take each one in's vein. 

King. The fliip is under fail, and here fhe comet 
amain. 

0,8 £r*— 
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Enter Coftard for Pompey. 

Coft* I Pompey am 

Boyet. You lie, you are not he. 

Cojt.. 1 Pompey am 

; Boyet. * With Libbarifs head on knee, 

Biron. Well faid, old mocker: I muft needs be 
friends with thee. 

Cofl. I Pompey am, Pompey fumanCd the Big. 

Dum. The Great, 

Cqft. It is Great, Sir; Pompey, furnamd the Great; 
That oft infield^ with targe andjhield, 

Did make my foe tofweat: 
And travelling along this coajl, I here am tome by chance; 
And lay my arms before the legs ofthisfweetLafs of France. 
If your ladylhip would fay, thanks, — Pompey, I had 
done. 

Prin. Great thanks, great Pompey. 

Cojt. *Tis not fo much worth ; but, I hope, I was 
perfect. I made a little fault in great. . 
' Biron. My hat to a half-penny, Pompey proves the 
beft Worthy. 

Enter Nathaniel for Alexander. 

Nath. When in the world I litfd, I was the woflrfs 
Commander; 
By eaji, wejl, north and fouth, I fpread my conquering 

might : 
My ^Scutcheon plain declares, that 1 am Alifander. 

Boyet. Your nofe fays, no, you are not; for it 

ftands too right. 
Biron. Your nofe fmells, no, in this, moft tender 

fmelling Knight. 
Prin. The Conqueror is difmaid : proceed, good 
Alexander. 

* With LibbardV head on knet."] This alludes to the. old heroic 
Habits, which on the Knees and Shoulders had ufually, by Way of 
Ornament, the Refemblance of a Leopard's oj Lions Head. 

Nath. 
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Nath. When in the world I liv'd, I was the world's 
Commander* 

Boyet. Moft true, 'tis right; you were fo, Alifander. 

Biron. Pompey the Great, < 

Coft. Your fervant, and Cojiard. 

Biron. Take away the Conqueror, take away Ali- 
Jandet. 

Cojl: O Sir, you have overthrown Alifander the Cpn- 
queror. [to Nath.] You will be fcraped out of the 
painted cloth for this; your lion, that holds the poll- 
ax fitting on a clofe-ftool; .will be given to A-jax; he 
will be then the ninth Worthy. A Conqueror, and 
afraid to fpeak ? run away for Qiam£ y Alifander. There, 
an't (hall pleafe you; a fooliih mild man; an boneft 
man, look you, and foon dauYd. He is a marvellous 
good neighbour, infooth, and a very good bowler; 
but for Alifander, alas, you fee,. how 'tis a little o'er- 
parted : but there are Worthies a coming will fpeak 
their mind in fome other fort. 
^ Biron. Stand afide, good Pompey. 

Enter Holofernesyir Judas, and Moth for Hercules. 

HoL Great Hercules is prefented by this imp, 
Whofe club kill'd Cerberus, that threerheaded 
canus ; 
And when he was a babe, a child, a fhrimp, 

Thus did he ftrangle ferpents in his manus: 
Quoniam, he feemeth in minority ; 

Ergo, I come with this apology. 

Keep fome ftate in thy Exit, and vanilh. [Exit Moth. 
k, Hoi. Judas I am. 

Dum. A Judas ! 
HoL Not lfcariot, Sir ; 
Judas J am, ycleped Machabeus. 

Dum. Judas Machabeus dipt, is plain Judas. 
Biron. A killing traitor. How art thou prov'd 
Judas ? 
, m Hoi. Judas I am. 

, 0,3 £*"»- 
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Dum. The more fhame for you, Judas. ( 

Hoi. What mean you, Sir? 

Boyet. To make Judas hang himfelf. 

HoL Begin, Sir, you are my elder. 

Biron. Well follow'd; Judas was hang*d on an 
, Elder. 

Hoi. I will not be put out of countenance. 

fiirdn. Becaufe thou hail no face. 

HoL What is this ? 

Boyet. A cittern head. 

Dum. The head of a bodkin. 

Biron* A death's face in a ring* 

Long. The face of an old Roman coin, fcarce fee p. 

Boyet. The pummel of '-Cafart faulchion. 

Dum. The carv'd-bone face on a flaflc. 

Biron. St. George^s half cheek in a brooch. 

Dum. Ay, and in a brooch of lead. 
A Biron. Ay, and worn in the cap of a tooth-drawer ; 
And now, forward ; for wc have put thee in coun- 
tenance. 

Hoi. You have put me out of countenance. 

Biron. Falfe; we have given thee faces. 

Hoi. But you have out-fac'd them all. 
- Biron. An thou-wert a lion, we would do fd. 

Boyet. Therefore as he is an afs, let him go. 
And fo adieu, fweet Jude; nay, why doft thou ftay ? 

Dum. For the latter end of his name. 

Biron. For the Afs to the Jude: give it him. Jud-as 
away. 

Hoi. This is not generous, not gentle, not humble. 

Boyet. A light for monfieur Judas ; it grows dark, 
he may ftumble. 

Trin. Alas ! poor Machabeus, how he hath been 
baited ! 

Enter Arm ado. 

Biron. Hide thy head, Achilles, here comes Hetior 
in arms, 

Dum. Tho 1 my mocks come home by me, I will 
aow be merry. King. 
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King. Hector was but a Trojan in refpeft of this. 

Boyet. But is this Hector ? 

King. I think, Hc8or was not fo clean-timber'd. 

Long. His leg is too big for Heftor. 

Dum. More calf, certain. 

Boyet. No ; he is beft indu'd in the fmall. 

Biron. This can t be HeHor. 

Dum. He's a God or a Painter, for he makes faces. 

Arm. The armipotent Mars, of launces the Almigttty, 
Gave Hedor a gift, 

Dum. A gilt nutmeg. 

Biron. A lemon. 

Long. Stuck with cloves. 

Dum. No, cloven. 

Arm. The armipotent Mars, of launces the Almighty, 
Gave Heftor a gift, the heir of Ilion ; 
A manfo breath'd, that certain he would fight ye 

From morn Uill night, out of his pavilion. 
1 am that Flower. 

Dum. That mint. 

Long. That cullambine. 

Arm. Sweet lord Longaville, rein thy tongue. 

Long. I muft rather give it the rein; for it runs 
againft He&or. 

Dum. Ay, and Hector's a grey-hound* 

Arm. The fweet War-man is dead and rotten ; 
Sweet chucks, beat not the bones of the bury'd: 
But I will forward with my device ; 
Sweet Royalty, beftow on me the fenfe of hearing. 

Frin. Speak, brave He&or ; we are much delighted* 

Arm. I do adore thy fweet Grace's flipper* 

Boyet. Loves her by the foot. 

Dum. He may not, by the yard. 
1 Arm* This HeSor far furmounted Hannibal. 

Cojl. The party is gone, fellow He&or, fhe is gone; 
{he is two months on her way. 

Arm. What mean' ft thou ? 

Cojl. Faith, unlefs you play the hpneft Trojan, the 

.0,4 poor 
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poor wench iscaft away ; flie's quick, the child brags 
in her belly already. 'Tis yours. 

Arm. Doft thou infamonize me among Potentates ? 
Thou malt die. 

Cojl. Then mail Heffor be whipt for Jaqueneita, that 
is quick by him; and hangM for Pompey^ that is dead 
by him. 

Dum. Moft rare Pompey I 

Boytt. Renowned Pompey I 

Biron. Greater than great, great, great, great Pom- 
pey ! Pompey the huge ! 

Dum. Httior trembles. 

Biron.' "Pompey is mov'd; more Ates^ more Ates ; ftir 
them on, ftir them on. 

Dum. He&or will challenge him. 

Biron. Ay, if he have no more man's blood in's 
belly than will -Cup a flea. 

Arm. By the north-pole, I do challenge thee. 

Cojl. I will not fight with a pole, like a northern 
man : I'll flam ; I'll do't by the Sword : I pray you, 
let me borrow my arms again. 

Dum. Room for the incenfed Worthies. 

Cojl. I'll do it in my Hurt. 

Dum. Moft refolute Pompey ! 

Moth. Matter, let me take you a button-hole lower. 
Do you not fee, Pompey is uncafing for the combat: 
what mean you ? you will lofe your reputation. 

Arm. Gentlemen, and foldiers, pardon me; I will 
£Ot combat in my (hirt. 

• Dum. You may not deny it, Pompey hath made the 
challenge. 

Arm. Sweet bipods, I both may and will. 

Biron. What reafon have you for't? 

Arm; The naked truth of it is, I have no fhirt ; I 
go woolward for penance. 

Boyet. True, and it was enjoined him in Rome for 
want of linen; fince when, Fll be fworn, he wore 
none but a difh-clout of Jaquenettas, and that he 
wears next his heart for a Favour. SCENE 
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SCENE X. 

Enter Ma card, 

Mac. /^\ O D fave you, Madam ! 

VJ Prin. Welcome, Macard > but that thou in- 
terrupteft our merriment. 

Mac. I'm forry, Madam, for the news I bring 
Is heavy in my tongue. The King your father* 
Ptin. Dead, for my life. 
Mac. Even fo : my Tale is told. 
Biron. Worthies,* away ; the Scene begins-to cloud. 
Arm. For my own part, I breathe free breath ; * I 
have feen the day of right through the little hole of 
f difcretion, and I will right my fell like a foldier. 
' t . \ Exeunt Worthies. 

I King. How fares your Majefty ? 

Prin. Boyet, prepare; I will aw, ay to night. 
King. Madam, not fo ; I do befeech you, ftay. 
Prin. Prepare, I fay. — I thank you, gracious lords* 
For all your fair endeavours ] and entreat,. . , 
Out of a new-fad foul, that you vouchfafe 
In your rich wifdom to excufe, or hide, 
The liberal oppofition of our fpirits ; 
If over-boldly we have borne ourfelves 
In the converfe of breath, your^gentienefs 
Was guilty of it. Farewel, worthy lord; 
An heavy heart bears not a nimble tongue t 
Excufe me fo, coming fo fliort of thanks, 
, For my great Suit fo eafily obtained. 
* King. The extreme part of time extremely forms. 

All caufes to the purpole of his fpeed ; 
And often, at his very loofe, decides 

* / have fern the days of wrong through the little hie of difcretion^] 
This has no Meaning, we fhould read, the day of rigrjt, i. e. I have 
(ore feen that a Day will come when I (hall have Juftice done me, 
and therefore I prudently refeive myfelf for that Time. 

That, 
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That, which long Procefs could not arbitrate. 

And though the mourning brow of Progeny 

Forbid thefmiling courtefy of love, 

The holy fuit which fain it would convince ; 

Yet fince love's argument was firft on foot, 

Let not the cloud of forrow juftle it 

From what it purpos'd: Since, to wail friends loft, 

Is not by much fo wholefome, profitable, 

As to rejoice at friends but newly found. 

Prm. I underftand you not, my griefs are double. 

Biron. Honeft plain words ben; pierce the ear of 
grief; 
And by thefe badges underftand the King. 
For your fair fakes have we negleSed time, 
Play'd foul Play with our oaths : your beauty, ladies, 
Hath much deform' d us, falhioning our humours 
Even to th 1 oppofed end of our intents ; 
And what in us hath feernd ridiculous, 
As love is full of unbefitting drains, 
All wanton as a child, {kipping in vain, 
Form'd by the eye, and therefore like the eye, 
Full of ftraying Ibapes, oMiabits, and of forms* 
Varying in fubjeds as the eye doth rowl, 
To every varied objeft in his glance ; s 
Which party-coated prefence of loofe love 
Put on by us, if, in your heavnly eyes, 
Have mifbecom'd our oaths and gravities; 
Thofe heav'nly eyes, that look into thefe faults, 
Suggefted us tojnake them : therefore, ladies, 
Our love being yours, the error that love makes 
Is likewife yours. We to ourfelves prove falfe, 
By being once falfe, for ever to be true 
To thofe that make us both ; fair ladies, you : 
And even that falfhood, in itfelf a fin, 
Thus purifies itfelf, and turns to Grace. 

Prin. We have receiv'd your letters, full of love ; 
Your Favours, the embafladors of love: 
And in our maiden council rated them 

At 
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At courtfhip, pleafant jeft, and courtefy ; 

As bumbaft, and as lining to the time ; 

But more devout than this, (fave our refpefts) 

Have we not been ; and therefore met your loves 

In their own fafhion, like a merriment. [jeft. 

Dum. Our letters, Madam, fhew'd much more thaa 

Long. So did our looks. 

Rof. * We did not quote them fo. 

King. Now at the lajeft minute of the hour, 
Grant us your loves. 

Prin. A time, methinks, too fliort, 
To make a world-without-end bargain in; 
No, no, my lord, your grace is perjur'd much, 

Full of dear guiltinefs ; and therefore, this 

If for my love (as there is no fuch caufe) 

You will do ought, this mall you do for me ; 

Youroath I will not truft; but go with fpeed • 

To fome forlorn and naked Hermitage 1 , 

Remote from all the pleafures of the world; 

There ftay, until the twelve celeftial Signs 

Have brought about their annual reckoning. 

If this auftere infociable life 

Change not your offer made in heat of blood ; 

If frofts, and fafts, hard lodging, and thin weeds 

Nip not the gaudy bloffoms of your love, 

But that it bear this trial, and laftlove; 

Then, at the expiration of the year, 

Come challenge me; challenge me, by thefe deferts; 

And by this virgin palm, now kiffing thine, 

I will be thine';* and 'till that inftant (hut 

My woful felf up in a mourning houfe, 

Raining the tears of lamentation, 

For the remembrance of my father's death. 

If this thou do deny, let our hands part; 

Neither intitled in the other's heart. 

* We did not coat them Jb.J We {herald read, quoit, cfteen*, 
reckon. 

King. 
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King. If this, or more than this, I would denyv 
To fetter up thefe powers of mine with reft; 
The fudden hand of death clofeup mine eye! 

Hence, ever then, my heart is in thy breaft. 

Biron. * [And what to me, my love ? .and what to 
me? 

Rof. You mud be purged too, your fins are rank, 
You- are attaint with fault and perjury •, 
Therefore if you my favour mean to get, 
A twelve-month fhall you fpend, and never reft, 
But feek the weary beds of people fick.] 

Dum. But what to me, my love? but what to me? 

Cath. A wife ! a beard, fair health and honefty ; 
With three-fold love I wiflx you all thefe three. 

Dum. O, fhall I fay, I thank you, gentle wife ? 

Cath. Not fo, my lord, a twelve-month and a day, 
I'll mark no words that fmooth-facM wooers fay. 
Come, when the King doth to my lady come ; 
Then if I have much love, I'll give you fome* 

Dum. I'll ferve thee true and faithfully till then. 

Cath. Yet fwear not, left ye be forfworn again. 

Long. What fays Maria? 

Mar. At the twelve-month's end, 
I'll change my black gown for a, faithful friend. 

Long. I'll ftay with patience ; but the time is long. 

Mar. The liker.you ; few taller are fo young. 

Biron. Studies my lady ? miftrefs, look on me, 
Behold the window of my heart, mine eye, 
What humble Suit attends thy anfwer there ; 
Impofe fome fervice on me for my love. 

Rof. Oft have I heard of you, my lord Biron^ 
Before I faw you ; and the world's large tongue 
Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks ; 
Full of comparifons and wounding flouts; 
Which you on all eftates will ewrate, 

* And what to me, my love* Sec] Thefe fix Lines are mifplaced and 
ought to be expung'd, as being the Authors firft Draught only, of 
what he afterwards improved and made more perfeft. 

That 



Lewes Labours Loft. 349 

That lie within the mercy of your wit : 

To weed this wormwood from your fruitful brain, 

And therewithal to win me, if you pleafe, 

(Without the which I am not to be won ;) 

You fliall this twelve-month-ierm from day to day 

Vifit the fpeechlefs Sick, and ftill converfe 

With groaning wretches ; and your talk fliall be, 

With all the fierce endeavour of your wit, 

T* enforce the pained Impotent to fmile. 

Biron. Tq move wild laughter in the throat of 
death ? 
It cannot be, it is impoflible : 
Mirth cannot move a foul in agony. 

Rof. Why, that's the way to choak a gibing fpirit, 
Whofe influence is begot of that loofe grace, 
Which fhallow laughing hearers give to fools ? 
A jeft's profperity lies in the ear 
Of him that hears it, never in the tongue 
Of him that makes it : then, if fickly ears, 
Deaft with the clamours of their own dear groans, 
Will hear your idle fcorns ; continue then, 
And I will have you, and that fault withal : 
But if they will not, throw away that fpirit; 
And I {hail find you empty of thatfault, 
Right joyful of your Reformation. 

Biron. A twelve-month ? well ; befal, what will 
befal, 
IT1 jeft a twelve-month in an Hofpital. ' 

Prin. Ay, fweet my lord, and fo I take my lieave. 

[To the King. 

King. No, Madam; we wiH bring you on your 
way. 

Biron. Our wooing doth not end like an old Play; 
Jack hath not Jill; thefe ladies' courtefy 
JMight well have made our fport a Comedy. 

King. Come, Sir, it wants a twelve-month and a 
day, 
A»nd then 'twill end. 

Biron. That's too long for a Play. Enter 
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Enter Arm ado, 

Arm. Sweet Majefty, vouchfafe me 

Frin. Was not that Hedorf 

Bum. That worthy Knight of Troy* 

Arm. I will kifs thy royal finger, and take leave. 
I am a Votary ; I have vow'd to Jaquenetta to hold 
the plough for her fweet lpve three years. But, mod- 
efteemed Greatnefs, will you hear the dialogue that 
the two learned men have compiled, in praife of the 
owl and the cuckow ? it mould have follow' d in the 
end of our Show. 

King. Call them forth quickly, we will do fo. 

Arm. Holla! approach. 

Enter alUfor the Song. 

This fide is Hiems % Winter. 

This Ver, the fpring : the one maintain' d by the owl, 

The other by the cuckow. 

Ver, begin. 

The SONG. 

SPRING. 

When daizies pied, and violets blue, 

And ladyfmocks all fiver white, 
* And cuckow-buds of yellow hue, 

* Do paint the meadows much-bedight ; 
j The cuckow then on every Tree 

Mocks married men ; for thusfings he r 
' Cuckow! ^ 

Cuckow I cuckow ! word of fear. 

Unpleafng to a married ear ! 

# Do paint the meadows with delight;] This is a pretty rural Song, in 
which the Images are drawn with great Force from Nature. But 
this fcnfelefs Expletive of painting with delight we mould read thus, 

Do paint the meadows much-bedight, 
I • e. much bedecked or adorned, as they are in Spring-Time. The ' 
Epithet is proper, and the Compound not inelegant. 

Whin j 
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Whenjhepherds pipe on oaten ftraws, 

And merry larks are ploughmen s clocks : - | 

When turtles tread^ and rooks and daws ; 

And maidens bleach their fummer /mocks ; 
The cuckow then on evtry tree 
Mocks married men ; for thus fings he, 
Cuckow! 

Cuckow ! cuckow ! word of fear \ 

Unpleafing to a married ear ! 

• WINTER. 

When ificles hang by the wall, 

-And Dick thejhepherd blows his nail? 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, 

And milk comes frozen home in pail ; 
When blood is nipt, and ways befoul % 
Then nightly fings the flaring owl 
Tu-whit I to-whoo! 

A merry note, 

While greafy Jone doth keel the pot. 

When all aloud the wind doth blow, , 

And coughing drowns the Parfwisfaw; 
And birds fit brooding in thefnow. 

And Marian's nofe looks red and raw; 
When roafled crabs hifs in the bowl, 
Then nightly fings the flaring owl 
Tu-whit! to-whoo! 

A merry note, 

While greafy Jone doth keel the pot. 

Arm. The words of Mercury 
Are harfn after the fongs of Apollo: 
You, that way ; we, this way. [Exeunt omnes. 



The End of the Second Volume. 
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